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first heard of Dale Webster in Surfer Magazine six or seven 
years ago. He immediately became an inspiration to me. 

On the surface, a guy like Dale Webster would seem like your 
typical Northern California burnout. He lives in a trailer in a 
small town north of San Francisco. I’m not sure what he does for a liv- 
ing, but I’m pretty sure it’s nothing impressive. He’s never really been 
the best at anything. But more than thirty years ago, he decided that he 
was going to surf everyday of a 28-year lunar cycle. He started back 
on September 2, 1975. In February, 2004, he pulled it off. 

This goal may seem quixotic. It may be. I’ve been up around 
Bodega Bay. I’ve looked at the waves that Webster surfed every day 
for nearly thirty years. They’re not pretty waves. They’re 
windswept. The water is cold and full of sharks. I love to surf, but I 
have no interest in surfing those waves. Still, every day for almost 
three decades, Dale Webster suited up, paddled out, and rode three 
waves to the beach. 

Now, in my mind, he’s more than a person. He’s a verb. Some days, 
I ride my bike down to the beach, look at the waves, and think to 
myself, fuck it. It’s not worth it. But then I’l] realize that I have a lit- 
tle extra time on my hands and I already own the surfboard and it 
doesn’t cost me anything to go surfing and, well, I’m alive right now. 
So [ll dale webster it. I'll tell myself, “Three to the beach. You have 
time for that.” 
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"Spending plenty of time on something can be 
the most sophisticated form of revenge.” 
—Haruki Murakami, The Wind-Up Bird Chronicle 
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And the thing is, by the time I catch that first wave, stand, and start 
riding down the face, I know it’s all worth it. ’m doing myself a favor. 
I’ve never dale webstered it and rode only three to the beach. By the 
third wave, I’m ready to ride three more and three more after that. It 
never fails. 

I don’t mean to suggest that Dale Webster is in this issue of 
Razorcake or that he has anything to do with punk rock. He doesn’t 
really. He’s just an old surfer. Dale webster the verb, on the other 
hand, has everything to do with punk rock. Because I’ve found that I 
can dale webster other things in my life. When it comes time to do a 
little writing, to work a little extra on Razorcake or Gorsky Press, to 
do any number of things that I love but feel like I don’t have enough 
time for, I think about that old surfer and tell myself, “Three to the 
beach.” It’s a pretty fucking cool mantra to have running around your 
head. It’s exactly the kind of thing that has driven us to release our 
twenty-ninth issue of Razorcake now, exactly five years after Todd 
Taylor and I first sat in a Mexican restaurant and hatched plans to start 
this fucker. 

So, in celebration of the fact that you’re alive right now, ride three 
to whatever beach you’re headed for, and tip your hat to crazy fuckers 
and their quixotic dreams. May they give us all a little inspiration. 


—Sean 


Toby Tober’s niece, Ellie, cuddles 
her first beer. Sweet, sweet memories. 


hair won't grow there thanks to Mitch Clem for the illustration in Nardwuar's column; picking on kids half your size thanks to Jim Ruland for the 
So Unloved interview and photos; lasers and stuff thanks to Kat Jetson for the Checkers interview; ties are for wearin’, not for chokin’ thanks to 
Lowell Abellon and Susan Davis for the Checkers photos; everybody's favorite Creedence cover band thanks to Ryan Leach for the Gun Club arti- 
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Lately, it sounds like something is brewing north of the United States. Sift through 
the piles new releases at your local record store or click through your favorite MP3 site 
and you might notice it too: independent music is thriving in Canada. 

Steve Lambke, vocalist and guitarist for Toronto-based five piece Constantines, may 
say that he has no explanation for these phenomena. However, during the course of this 
half-hour interview, all roads seemed to lead toward his home country, whether it was 
discussing the DIY shows Lambke threw as a student at University of Guelph, why 
Canadian indie bands make more videos than their American counterparts, or the influ- 
ence of bands like Sloan and Eric’s Trip/Elevator to Hell/Elevator. 

This interview took place in late September of 2005, shortly before the release of 
Constantines’ third album, Tournament of Hearts (see review). We spoke over the 
phone as Lambke took a break between opening for Foo Fighters on the band’s 
Canadian tour over the summer and preparing for an autumn tour of North America 
with the Hold Steady. 


Interview by Liz O. 
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Canada. 
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Liz O.: One thing that consistently comes up 
in your press is Fugazi and Dischord 
Records. How were you affected by 
Dischord, in terms of both sound and the 
DIY ethic? 

Steve: We were definitely all fans growing 
up. All of those records still totally stand up. 
I don’t listen to a lot of Dischord records 
anymore, but I love Fugazi and Rites of 
Spring and Nation of Ulysses. When we 
made our first record, we listened to a lot of 
that stuff. That stuff is important to all of 
our youths, but it is not something that we 
are consciously drawing on anymore, or 
right now, I should say. We might go back to 
that stuff. 


In terms of the ethic, I think that any sort 
of independent culture is inspiring and that 
those people really built up what people 
would call a scene or whatever. It extends 
beyond musical culture. They built their 
own sort of world and their own indepen- 
dent form of network and expression. That’s 
really awesome. When I was younger, that 
was sort of like really actively happening 
and it was really exciting. Anything was 
possible beyond the normal channels, which 
were really inaccessible. 

Liz O.: Were you involved in many DIY 
activities as a kid? 

Steve: I was always into bands and trying to 
put on shows and stuff, and not terribly suc- 
cessful, either. I was definitely into that. 
Liz O.: Where did you put on shows? 
Clubs? Houses? 

Steve: Both. Once I started going to the uni- 
versity, I put them on in university buildings 
and stuff like that. Weird spaces. When the 
band first started, I had been doing house 
shows for a couple years before that. 

Liz O.: What did you encounter when you put 
together your own shows? Any problems? 
Steve: Those were really interesting times. 
There weren’t really any problems. There 
weren’t tons of people there, so we couldn’t 
afford to pay people very much. We kind of 
dealt with that, but we didn’t have touring 
bands play much. This was when I was living 
in Guelph, Ontario, which is an hour west of 
Toronto. We would have bands from Toronto 
come and play, but not bands who were on 
tour too much. It was really awesome. We got 
to meet a lot of really interesting people in 
town and hear a lot of really cool music and 
play in an interesting space. 

Liz O.: What did you study in college and do 
you apply it as a musician? 

Steve: I studied physics and not really. I had 
an email interview the other day and someone 
asked, I think as a wiseass question, “If you’re 
in a car driving at the speed of light and you 
turn on your headlights, what happens?” I can 
use my education to answer that question, 
which is pretty awesome. Other than that, I 
don’t normally use it in my musical endeavors. 
Liz O.: It seems that the ties are pretty strong 
with Three Gut Records. How did you get 
involved with them? 

Steve: They were really small and local at the 
time, so they only put out a couple of records. 
One record was the first Royal City record. I 
don’t know if you have heard of Royal City or 
not. They had some records come out on 
Rough Trade in the States. One of those 
records changed it for me, for all of us really. 
It sounds nothing like us. It’s a super quiet, 
low-key kind of country record, but definitely 
kind of weird too. There’s a bit of Velvet 
Underground in it as much as there is anything 
really quiet in it. For me, it’s this really magi- 
cal record. When we heard this record, we 
thought that there was something really new 
and really exciting happening. This was at a 
time when Toronto wasn’t anything, four or 
five years ago. There were bands and there 
was the starting of things, but it is so different 
now. Now, you start a band and there are mes- 
sage boards and everyone knows about your 
band right away. 


Anyways, we just sent them what we 
were working on, which was our first album. 
We started to get to know them and played a 
few shows with Royal City and just decided 
to work with Three Gut, who was doing 
their record. It was awesome. It was a great 
thing to do. Things kind of exploded. It’s 
weird because we, as a label and a group of 
bands, have been really successful in one 
way. In Canada, we have gotten a lot of 
media attention and the bands have been 
able to tour and get people at the shows. In 
relation to what we were talking to before, 
it’s still really an independent thing. At the 
time, there were two people running the 
label. Now there is one because one quit to 
work on other stuff. It’s been a cool thing to 
be a part of and not be participating in the 
music industry proper. 

So, when Sub Pop came along and said 
that they were interested in the band, we 
expressed interest and said that we wanted 
to continue working with Three Gut in 
Canada. They were totally open to that. It 
was never a problem. More and more bands 
are doing that. Hidden Cameras have a dif- 
ferent label here. I don’t feel that too many 
people were doing that when we decided to 
do it, but it is becoming more common and 
it’s working really well for people. There is 
no reason not to. It’s a different country with 
different distributors and different media. It 
can totally work, so I am glad that we did it. 
Liz O.: Do you get excited or nervous 
that your own album could breakthrough 
in the U.S.? 

Steve: I’m so cynical as to how that stuff 
works. People already have an idea of what 
we are, so it’s not going to be this weird, 
exciting unknown thing, like the Wolf 
Parade record that just came out. It’s an awe- 
some record and they are an awesome band 
and people are losing their minds over it. I 
don’t think that is possible to happen with 
us. I’m trying not to sound negative because 
I don’t want to be negative at all. I don’t 
think we can be the hot new thing because 
we’re not new. Well, we’re still pretty new. 
We’re still coming out. It feels weird to feel 
like the older kid on the block all of a sud- 
den. We played CMJ in New York last week- 
end and at the Sub Pop show we played right 
after Wolf Parade. It was a seven-band bill, 
which is a long fucking show. So, we didn’t 
go on until 1:30 in the morning and Wolf 
Parade had just played. They’re this huge 
buzz band and they put on a great show, but 
it was weird to be play after that. It’s like, 
“I’m important, too!” 

Liz O.: How old are you guys? 

Steve: We’re not old at all. We’re twenty- 
seven, twenty-eight. 

Liz O.: I figured you guys were around the 
same age as me because of the cover you did 
of Elevator to Hell’s “Why I Didn’t Like 
August “93.” 

Steve: We’re all huge, huge fans of that 
stuff. Like from the Eric’s Trip days through 
Elevator. I think that group of people are 
really awesomely talented. I don’t know 
how big that stuff got in the States, but I 
think that if you talk to anyone who is our 
age and has been into this type of music for 


a while, those Eric’s Trip records are huge. 
They’re sort of like life. Eric’s Trip, of 
course, being the band before Elevator that 
those people were in. We have always loved 
that music and it seemed like a cool song to 
do about girls and drugs. 

Liz O.: How did the tour with the Foo 
Fighters go? 

Steve: It was good, actually. We were the 
first of three bands. It was us and then Sloan 
and then the Foo Fighters. We were obvi- 
ously playing to people coming in. That 
being said, though, we were still playing for 
a few thousand people, which is a gigantic 
crowd to play to. People were great. When 
we clapped our hands, they clapped their 
hands. They were definitely paying attention 
and being responsive. It was a weird experi- 
ence. We were playing in hockey arenas! 
Liz O.: Did you enjoy playing with Sloan? 
Steve: Yeah, they were cool. I had seen them 
years ago, but I haven’t seen them in a 
while. In a way it’s almost like a rite of pas- 
sage for a Canadian indie band to play with 
them. You have to at some point. I love those 
records, too. It’s cool to meet people whose 
records you have known for a long time. 
We’ ve known them for a while because they 
are all around Toronto, too. It’s like a small 
town. You get to meet everybody. 

It’s weird because here they get played on 
classic rock radio as the Canadian content or 
whatever. Their singles get played. They 
don’t play hockey arenas on their own, but 
they would play really big clubs. In the 
States, they are much more of a cult band. 
People who know them, love them. They 
have a really loyal audience, but it’s a dif- 
ferent kind. They’re a strange band. I don’t 
know any other bands that exist in the realm 
that they do, where they are not really an 
indie band, but they are not a really huge 
band either. They are sort of in the middle. 
It’s kind of weird to talk to people like that 
and hear what their experiences are and how 
they feel about having been in the band for 
as long as they have and to be at that level. 
Liz O.: I read about how Constantines have 
received grants to tour. Is that a hard thing 
to do? 

Steve: You fill out applications and stuff. I 
never actually filled them out, so I don’t 
know exactly how much is involved. The 
way it works is that you have to be losing 
money to get the grant. It’s like an arts grant, 
but it’s for music, which is fucking great. 
You can get them for making records and 
videos, which is why a lot of Canadian indie 
bands make videos. I don’t know if you are 
aware of that phenomenon, but it’s all grant 
money because videos are phenomenally 
expensive to make. A cheap video costs 
more than what it costs to make a record. So, 
we have gotten grants for when we went to 
Europe and stuff, also, for a couple of our 
really early Canadian tours when we were 
barely breaking even. We don’t take grants 
for tour anymore, though, because we can 


get by now. 
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There’s nothing like going to Disney 
World with a bunch of intoxicated 
Vietnam vets. It was late at night and the 
Mission Accomplished Banquet held by 
the Swift Boat Veterans for Truth was 
over. My father and I went up to our hotel 
room to talk and drink some wine. When 
the bottle was dry and all the bars were 
closed, we decided to call it a night. I 
wanted to reflect on all the stories my 
father had told me and went back down- 
stairs to sit on the fake beach and smoke 
a cigar. In the lobby, I found a contingent 
of Swift Boat Veterans for Truth at the 
bar they’d commandeered. The bar was 
closed but they’d brought their own bot- 
tles of whiskey, vodka, and gin. Hardly 
anyone mentioned John Kerry, the 
upcoming election, or even politics. 
Instead they reminisced about their time 
on tour, the friends they’d made, and the 
friends they’d lost—those “still out on 
patrol.” Being a Swift Boat veteran was 
not like being a regular soldier or sailor. 
Very few men—approximately three 
thousand—served on Swift Boats, and 


“You go through the 
daily grind, boredom 
sets in, and then all of 
a sudden, terrifying 
kind of activity.” 


pb PORLES 


your experience was defined by where 
and when you served. A Swift Boat veter- 
an could spend his whole life without ever 
bumping into another Swiftie, so you can 
imagine how meaningful it was for these 
men to be together just drinking and 
shooting the shit. I imagine it must have 
been a lot like the old days when punk 
was new and to be one was to be perse- 
cuted and what it must have felt like to 
meet another punk who felt the same way 
about the world as you did. The next day, 
I nursed my hangover with more margar- 
itas from the poolside bar as my father 
and I talked one last time before we went 
our separate ways. 


Lazy Mick: You showed me some pictures 
today of the boat after it had been in a pret- 
ty intense firefight. 

Jim Ruland: That happened during Tet in 
°68. Everybody thinks we lost that engage- 
ment but we didn’t. There was an enormous 
amount of casualties suffered on the North 
Vietnamese and Viet Cong side and modest 
casualties on our side, but it sure was very 


‘ 


busy. It was the last week of January and the 
first week of February. I could be wrong 
about this, but I think January 31st is the big 
date. It’s a progression of events more than 
a single event. It wasn’t all terrifying work. 
A lot of it was pretty dull. You kinda knew 
your constituency. We had a no-occupancy 
zone that paralleled the beach, which meant 
if you were a fisherman, you could leave the 
beach and you could go out a couple clicks, 
at least fifteen hundred yards from the 
beach. If everybody was coming and going 
from the beach it would be way too hard to 
keep track of what was really going on in the 
area. So the boats would come out and as 
long as all they did was head due east they 
were fine, but if we saw any north-south 
activity on the radar we’d go after them. The 
little Decca 2002 that we had were enor- 
mously sensitive. I mean a real wonder in its 
time. It could actually detect groups of peo- 
ple on the beach. You could see if there was 
troop movement on the shore. 

Lazy Mick: Wow. 

Jim Ruland: As a matter of fact, one night 
we went swooping in there and it was a 





bunch of Army Ranger guys who’d run off 
their chart and didn’t know where they 
were. They went off the map so now they 
didn’t have one. We just kinda pointed them 
in the right direction and said goodbye. The 
radar was capable of picking up these little 
round basket boats that were woven. Not a 
bit of metal to them, but the radar would get 
them. Hundreds and hundreds of them. 
Some areas were busier than others. If you 
didn’t have some rules of engagement, some 
tules as to what they were allowed to do and 
what they weren’t allowed to do, it would be 
too hard a task. Of course, human nature 
being what it is, you’d prefer to fish right 
here instead of having to motor out another 
half a mile and so some of them liked to do 
what they weren’t supposed to do. We’d 
pick them up with the radar and say, 
“What’s this? We got a contact where one is 
not supposed to be.” We’d get all geared up 
and be at GQ (General Quarters, a.k.a. bat- 
tle stations) and go tearing in there and it 
would be the same Nguyen Ban Nguyen 
that we took out of there last week. 
Sometimes we would employ stronger mea- 
sures to discourage that kind of behavior in 
the future, like we would use an automatic 
weapon to chop off the bow of the boat so 
that as long as they were underway and 
moving they could get back to shore but as 
soon as they stopped moving the bow would 
settle down into the water and then they’d 
sink. Which was not nice. But that was only 
after the same guys had bothered you too 
many times. Or sometimes you’d just put a 
hole in the bow of the boat. And you had to 
watch that because I practically killed 
myself the first time I ever did that. I took an 
M-16 and standing on the gunwale (the 
upper edge of the boat’s sides, pronounced 
“gunnel”) of my boat aimed it practically 
straight down. It just so happened that it was 
a tracer round—about every fifth round was 
a tracer round—and it hit the woven bottom 
of the basket boat and came right back at 
me. I damn near shot myself and everyone 
thought that was hysterical. Except me. I 
was damn near terrified, but all the 
Vietnamese guys and my crew were laugh- 
ing at me so we went somewhere else and I 
stopped trying to shoot holes in the bottom 
of basket boats. 

Lazy Mick: What about the firefight? 

Jim Ruland: Well, for the umpteenth time, 
we went alongside a pretty good-sized fish- 
ing boat. It was a little bit bigger than us. 
Probably sixty feet. They were all sitting 
around smiling and chewing their betel nuts 
(a kind of nut popular in Southeast Asia that 
produces a narcotic effect akin to nicotine). 
Grinning and shucking and jiving and this 
and that. Didn’t look particularly suspi- 
cious, but we’d tracked it for a while and it 
was definitely on a north-south heading, that 
is going north to south. So we gave it whirl. 
We went alongside and that was fine. We 
asked for their papers and they started hand- 
ing them over and then all of a sudden 
weapons were produced from nowhere and 
they started taking us under fire and so we 
took them under fire. You’ ve got pictures of 
the boat, which gives testimony to the fact 


that there were a lot of bullets flying 
around. Somehow or another none of us 
got hurt. Nobody even got wounded. 
Lazy Mick: How many rounds do you 
think were fired? 

Jim Ruland: Oh, I have no idea. Two or 
three hundred, but they did toss a grenade 
down the forward hatch which loused the 
boat up pretty good but there was nobody 
down there. We were all up on deck. And 
that forward hatch shouldn’t have been 
open either, by the way. It should have 
been closed. One of those sensible rules 
that we had not managed to follow that 
time out. But, anyhow, the bad guys lost 
that one that day. It’s just amazing to me to 
have that many rounds fired and not sus- 
tain any injuries. Somebody hurt them- 
selves—I think it was the Gunner’s Mate, 
Peterson—scratched his arm or something. 
Lazy Mick: Ducking for cover? 

Jim Ruland: Yeah, it was an accident. It 
wasn’t Purple Heart quality. So you’d go 
along and you’d make friends with all 
these people and you go through the daily 
grind, boredom sets in, and then all of a 
sudden, terrifying kind of activity. So then 
the next couple of six boats you search 
you’re on your toes and then little by little 
you start to tail off again. It’s very hard to 
sustain combat readiness when the action 
happens... 

Lazy Mick: So intermittently? 

Jim Ruland: Yeah, exactly. It’s a lot easi- 
er to stay up if you’re being engaged most 
of the time, but most of the time you’ re just 
being smiled at by kids, you feel a little 
stupid with your flak jacket and hardhat. 
One of those rules is that nobody is sup- 
posed to be inside the boat and at least 
we’d got that part right that day. I never 
lost anybody over there. Over one hundred 
combat patrols before I became XO (Chief 
of Staff) of the Division for the last six or 
eight weeks. And nobody got hurt. I didn’t 
go in country with a full crew, and my 
crew was kind of made up of an odd, eclec- 
tic bunch. My Quartermaster belonged to 
another crew but had broken his foot, so 
for six weeks or so he couldn’t go out on 
patrol and that boat had to get a substitute 
and he became a supernumerary and I 
ended up taking him on. And then I had a 
Radioman who nobody else liked but he 
was all right so I took him. We were kind 
of a patchwork quilt. None of us came in 
country at the same time. The typical con- 
vention was you came with your crew, 
you left with your crew. You come togeth- 
er, you leave together. The no man left 
behind thought. But on our boat people 
came and went all the time because it was 
such a collage of folks. The only person 
who came in country with me was the 
Boatswain Mate, BM3 Johnson, who 
became BM2 Johnson and the leading PO 
(petty officer, someone in the middle 
stages of the enlisted ranks) of the boat. 
He and I came at the same time and we 
left at the same time. [After one too many 
interruptions from the increasingly busy mar- 
garita machine, we freshened our drinks and 
went to sit by the pool.] 


Lazy Mick: Let’s talk about how you 
left Vietnam. 

Jim Ruland: I stopped patrolling about six 
weeks before I left because I was selected to 
be the new XO of the Division. Then the 
Division Commander left and the new 
Division Commander came aboard and he 
wanted to have somebody who was going to 
be around longer than me, so about ten days 
before my tour was supposed to end, I was 
relieved by somebody that I picked to take 
over for me. The new skipper said, “Why 
don’t you take an R&R in Bangkok?” and I 
said, “If you’re looking to get rid of me, 
why do I need to stop at Bangkok? I can just 
go home.” I ended up with two sets of 
orders. I had my orders to fly out a day or 
two before Christmas, and I also had an 
additional set of orders—all of this was very 
irregular—to fly out on an as-soon-as-possi- 
ble basis. So I swung the same deal for my 
Boatswain’s Mate Johnson, and this Warrant 
Boatswain’s Mate agreed to drive us up to 
Pope Air Force Base at Phu Cat. Phu Cat 
was a pretty large installation. They had 
round-eyed nurses there. Field hospital. A 
whole air wing. Pretty big. It was about fifty 
miles from us. So we requisitioned a Jeep 
and he and I and another fella, a Gunner’s 
Mate, set out for Phu Cat, but we got 
ambushed. We had this fierce firefight and 
the Jeep was destroyed. We were all okay. 
The bad guys were not. We ended up walk- 
ing the last couple of miles to Phu Cat. 

The first thing we did was figure out what 
flights were available, which took on new 
importance as we had no real way of getting 
back where we came from, and I really did- 
n’t want that to become my problem. Sure 
enough, they had a plane that was leaving 
that night. They had an emergency leave 
case that had to go home and as soon as they 
took off the pallet of cargo to make room for 
him, it made room for four seats and 
Johnson and I could go along. So that was 
the good news. So then I set about the busi- 
ness of changing my MPC into American 
dollars, which I couldn’t spend but I could 
get on the plane with them. 

The Warrant Boatswain had filed all the 
reports on our incident and so we went to 
the Officer’s Club. We went to the O-Club 
because the plane wasn’t leaving until mid- 
night and it was only like nine o’clock in the 
morning. Meanwhile, two of the guys had 
the considerable task of trying to figure out 
how they were going to get back to Qui 
Nhon and explain what happened to the 
Jeep because there was no way that any of 
us should have been there. So we’re playing 
pool in the Officer’s Club when this Colonel 
comes up to me and says “I know you. 
You’re from Qui Nhon.” “That’s right. How 
do you know that?” “I flew in for your St. 
Patrick’s Day party!” Anyhow, he said 
“Listen, you guys treated us great and I’d 
like to reciprocate. There’s a sergeant leav- 
ing the air wing and we’re having a party for 
him. You’re all invited.” So we went. In an 
air wing there are about three hundred 
sergeants, which means maybe not every- 
day, but practically everyday, one of them 
leaves. Well, they had this humongous party. 
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They had guys with chef’s hats standing 
behind turkeys. They had all this beer. 
Anything you wanted to eat or drink. Band. 
Nurses. Then another group arrives and 
they’ve just flown an empty C141 into 
Vietnam from Kadina for the sole purpose 
of attending this party. Your tax dollars at 
work. Probably cost like $11,000. 

I meet the sergeant who’s leaving and it 
turns out he’s from the Bronx. I said, “I’m 
from the Bronx!” He said, ““You’re from the 
Bronx, I’m from the Bronx, this is our 
party. This party is for you as well as for 
me.” So the next thing that happens is I 
meet this colonel who was on the plane that 
came and he says, “Why don’t you fly back 
with us? We’re leaving an hour sooner than 
the other flight and you can do anything 
you want. It’s an empty plane. You can sit 
up front with us. We’ll teach you how to fly 
it.’ This guy had obviously had many 
drinks and he must have been reading my 
mind because he says, “Hey, I know what 
you’re thinking, but there’s the world’s 
most sober Air Force Captain who’s going 
to fly us both home. He’s taking care of the 
flight plan right now. So don’t worry about 
that.” So I agree. 

The next thing we know we’re on the 
plane. Johnson, on the other hand, thinks 
better of it and decides he’s gong to fly 
home the regular way. The guy says to me, 
“By the way, when you get to Kadina, 
you’re on your own, but it shouldn’t be too 
hard because it’s a real busy place.” I agree, 
and we go, and they’ve got me up there in 
the cockpit. We landed in Kadina and I’m in 
tropical khakis, the same trop khakis I’ve 
been in since I got up that morning. It’s like 
five or six o’clock in the morning when the 
colonel says to me, “Change of plans. This 
plane is going to Dover, Delaware. Want a 
ride?” 

They put 240 dead people on it. There 
was a new crew and I wasn’t allowed to sit 


up front anymore, so I was the only live 
person in the back of this plane. The next 
stop, in the great circle route, was 
Anchorage, Alaska. In my tropical khakis. 
It was just a refueling stop. We were only 
there about half hour where I went through 
this entire bank of payphones looking for a 
phone that would work, freezing my 
cojones off because it was a week before 
Christmas. And it’s Alaska. So I never get a 
chance to place a call. The next thing that 
happens is we land in Dover, Delaware, and 
now it’s much later, and probably the most 
surprised look I’ve ever seen on anybody’s 
face is when they opened up the cargo door 
and there’s a Medical Examiner there to 
roger for the bodies and I walk out. He was 
not ready for that. They neglected to men- 
tion the live one. 

Lazy Mick: [Laughs] 

Jim Ruland: He turned out to be real help- 
ful. He said “Where do you need to go?” and 
I told him I was trying to get to New York 
and he said “T’Il drive you out to the bus sta- 
tion.” So before he even goes aboard the 
plane, he closes the plane and we go to the 
Greyhound bus station in Dover, Delaware, 
and there’s a bus pulling out and it says New 
York on it. So he pulls in front of the bus and 
the driver opens the door and I say, “Can you 
wait a second while I go inside and buy a 
ticket?” He looks at me and says, “Where 
you from?” I said, “I just got back from 
Vietnam.” He says, “Fuck the ticket, son, 
just get on the bus.” This maniac tore up 1- 
95 and the Jersey turnpike doing eighty. 

We pull into the Port Authority bus termi- 
nal in New York, and I get off the bus, and 
I’m still in my tropical khakis and sporting a 
pretty good beard growth and probably 
smelling pretty poor. I go outside and hail a 
taxi and I tell him I needed to go to Brooklyn 
because I had a house that I’d never been to 
because your mother had moved there while 
I was gone. Never seen it. Never been there. 


Hadn’t spent a lot of time in Brooklyn up 
until this point, and still hadn’t had a chance 
to call her. 

The cab driver says to me, “I don’t want to 
go to Brooklyn.” I said, “Look, I’ve come 
halfway around the world, and we’re either 
gonna go to Brooklyn or we’re gonna go to 
the stationhouse and you can argue why you 
should keep your license.” So this Puerto 
Rican cab driver was all upset about this and 
decided to emote by driving like a lunatic to 
end this painful experience as soon as he 
could. So we screeched around to the Bay 
Ridge/Park Slope area to the right street and 
the right address and there’s this brownstone 
that I’m looking at and I walk around the 
back because our apartment was on the 
ground floor. I looked through the door and 
there was your mom and you. You’re in a 
high chair and you were being fed. It was 
dark. You saw me first. You saw this face 
looking in the window of the door and you 
reacted by screaming and spitting a bunch of 
food around and then your mom turned 
around and saw me and she was worse, only 
she didn’t spit any food. There I was on the 
doorstep all of a sudden. So when all was 
said and done, it was twenty-three hours and 
fifteen minutes from the time I put my beer 
down in Phu Cat to the time I walked 
through the door of the house, which is 
absolutely amazing because if you take a 
globe and put a pin through the earth in one 
place, you pretty much come out the other 
end in the other. Just about doesn’t make any 
difference which way you go form there. 
Any conveyance I was on never stopped. 
Just kept moving. When we left Kadina, they 
threw me two box lunches and basically 
said, “Shut up.” And then there we were. 
And then all I had to do was tear up my 
orders that had me leaving a couple days 
after I got home and that was the end of that. 


—Jim Ruland & 
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“You’ve come 
all this way to 
see where 
A-Mah lives.” 


First EncounterwiiineThird World 


“It’s like Back to the Future, third- 
world style.” 

“Tt isn’t that bad,” my mother said after 
reading what I had written on a postcard 
intended for the States. Even with her semi- 
limited understanding of English, she had 
no trouble deciphering my exaggerated 
claims about the country where she and my 
father were born and raised, survived a war, 
and ultimately, fled from. 

Returning to Vietnam with my parents 
was like being a secret trespasser to an alter- 
nate storyline of my life if mom had 
squeezed me out in some dingy hospital 
room in a remote jungle village rather than 
having given birth to me in Los Angeles’ 
Chinatown, nestled between downtown 
skyscrapers and the Hollywood sign. My 
version of Quantum Leap plays in slow- 
motion, in a foreign language without subti- 
tles. The Viet me finds simple pleasure from 
a leisurely trip on the back of a small motor- 
bike, riding through the countryside, rather 
than constantly sitting on congested high- 
ways racing for more money, alcohol, and 
things I can’t even remember. 

Mom was right. It wasn’t so bad and it 
could’ ve been worse: 

—I didn’t throw a fit when a man walked 
into my path and shot snot onto my bare leg. 

“Ewww!” I screeched. I looked at mom, 
who tried hard not to laugh. 

“You’re in Vietnam,” she said matter-of- 
factly. 

“What’s that supposed to mean?!” I 
asked, still coping with the shock of having 
some dude’s nasal slime splatter on me. 

“Vietnam means dirty.” 

“What're you talking about? In what 
language?!” 

“Tn Vietnamese.” 

“Vietnam means dirty in Vietnamese?! !” 

She grinned and nodded. When she says 
that Vietnam means dirty in Vietnamese, 
she doesn’t say it with disdain or pity. It is 
as if she read that fact in a world almanac, 
in a special trivia section that explains the 
name origins of various nations. 

—I didn’t even cringe when my youngest 
cousin asked if I was pregnant, or when a 
second cousin poked at my round stomach 
and suggested that we shop for a special 
waist-cinching elastic girdle-type contrap- 
tion. I was at a lost to justify my beer belly. 
How does one explain the effects of having 


worked an almost sedentary desk job for 
two years, the compulsive consumption of 
alcohol, and that my insatiable appetite for 
In N Out were to blame? Instead of defend- 
ing my physical deformity, I just smiled 
because I was so amused that I was a “fat 
American” at a buck twenty. 

—I didn’t need to be hospitalized after 
violating the first rule of traveling to 
Southeast Asia and ingested tap water. I did- 
n’t refuse the unrefrigerated glass of Tiger 
beer and practically welcomed the ice cubes 
that were tossed in. I don’t know what’s 
worse: getting explosive shits from beer of 
having to drink it with ice. 

So, when mom tells me that present-day 
Vietnam doesn’t even compare to the 
thought of Marty McFly landing in Saigon 
before April 30th, 1975 in some souped up 
sports car, I believe her. 


* Ok Ok 


After we boarded the plane to Ho Chi 
Minh City, mom was trying to figure out 
where the restrooms were but she couldn’t 
remember how to ask in Vietnamese. She 
spent her first twenty-one years living in a 
one-bedroom home with her parents, aunt, 
and five siblings in rural Tung Nghia. Since 
we’re ethnically Chinese, she’d spent the 
last twenty-seven years in the States only 
speaking Cantonese, Mandarin, passable 
English, and some Spanish. Vietnamese 
used to roll out of her without even think- 
ing, but now she had a better chance of find- 
ing a toilet in Springville, Alabama than she 
did on a plane ride to her native Vietnam. 

This was the first time my folks have 
been back to Vietnam and mom’s inability 
to ask for the most basic amenity was a sign 
that they didn’t just leave this land physi- 
cally, but that their hearts never belonged to 
that country either. 

When asked about the trip, I always auto- 
matically explain that “we’re going back to 
Vietnam.” It never felt dishonest to say that 
I was returning to a place I’ve never been to 
because that country is in my favorite cat- 
fish soup mom cooks, and in the curve of 
dad’s spine as he squats to work on another 
project like a third-world MacGyver. 
Vietnam floats through my _ parents’ 
American suburban home like the smell of 
the incense that my brothers burn every day 


for our ancestral alter. There’s a spot in my 
heart, soft and nostalgic, for a place that my 
parents no longer considered home—and 
even when they did live there, all they 
dreamt about was escape. 

For the past three decades, much of our 
extended family has trickled into the States 
to enjoy Kentucky Fried Chicken’s original 
recipe, reel in deals by buying bulk at 
Costco, and lounge lazily in front of the 
omnipresent big screen TV—the ultimate 
symbol of immigrant success. But there 
were those who had not made it here, and 
we returned to visit. The cost of the trip was 
more than just airfare and spending money 
because if you were fortunate enough to 
earn a living in America, you were expect- 
ed to share your wealth. Years of my par- 
ents’ savings were going to stay behind in 
small jungle villages. As working class 
folks, dad has been putting in time as a 
embossing machine operator at a box facto- 
ry since before I was born, and mom has 
spent the last decade slowly working her 
way up from serving Chinese fast food to 
managing other servers. Even so, they earn 
more in a month than what my farmer uncle 
makes in two years. 

Twenty-seven years ago, mom and dad 
left Vietnam without a moment’s notice 
when a refugee boat picked them up at the 
right place at the right time. They endured a 
three-day journey to Thailand, where they 
risked pirate attacks and death from expo- 
sure and lack of anything remotely hos- 
pitable. Mom suffered motion sickness the 
entire way; vomiting and dry heaving over 
the side when she had nothing left to expel. 
Dad took care of her and that’s how they 
wound up together. They left with the 
clothes on their backs and without a dime 
between the both of them. Now they 
returned as millionaires, at least in terms of 
Vietnamese currency: $100 USD is 
1,500,000 Dong. 


I have two sets of paternal grandparents: 
the ones who gave birth to dad and his aunt 
and uncle who raised him like he was their 
own. A-Mah, dad’s adoptive mom, is my 
only living paternal grandparent. In all 
these years, I had never even seen a photo 
of her. Then after months of daydreaming 


about the strip of land that could have nur- 
tured me, there I was sitting beside her as 
we rode into Saigon. 

“You’re here,” she said. Her small eyes 
beamed from beneath wrinkled, droopy eye- 
lids. ““You’ve come all this way to see where 
A-Mah lives.” She placed her hand on my 
knee. Her tenderness and warmth flooded 
my body. My heart filled and gushed with 
my blood, our blood, and the color rushed 
back to the surface of my yellow skin. 

Her gaze drifted away from me slowly as 
she looked at the serene madness outside. 
My pupils followed her eyes and scattered 
across the streets of Saigon from the belly of 
Manh Sok’s rickety Korean-made Mercedes 
van. Manh Sok, dad’s youngest adoptive 
brother and biological cousin, navigated 
through the chaos of motorbikes and bicy- 
clist with infinite finesse. Everyone lurched 
forward at once like an orchestrated acrobat- 
ic automobile routine, going in all directions 
and inches from one another, seemingly sec- 
onds away from an accident. 

I was hypnotized by the rhythm of traffic 
and the constant beep of horns. It was diffi- 
cult to imagine that a war ended here, with 
this city in defeat. I looked out at the faces 
of the dark-skinned men in thin dress shirts, 
the women in matching pajamas and large- 
brimmed caps. They were all preoccupied 
with daily lives and not concerned with 
being a post-war nation whose very name is 
synonymous with warfare. My parents sel- 
dom discussed living amongst gunfire and 
falling bombs, and my brothers and I never 
asked because we saw them as just our par- 
ents and not as victims of violence beyond 
our comprehension. I always understood 
that mom and dad are survivors, and as I 
watched the city pulsate with heat and ener- 





gy, it became clear that Vietnam endured 
and moved on with the sort of humility that 
is a delicate balance of having defeated the 
world’s most powerful nation while trying to 
emerge from a third-world shell. 

We spent the next month visiting. We vis- 
ited family, many of whom I didn’t even 
know existed, like my eighteen-year-old first 
cousin who told me that they had old photos 
of my brothers and me when we were chil- 
dren posing on Hollywood’s Walk of Fame. I 
felt ashamed that there was family thinking 
of us this entire time and I didn’t know they 
were alive. We visited the graves of my two 
paternal grandfathers and a maternal great- 
grandfather. My _ great-grandfather’s 
gravesite was the size of a small studio apart- 
ment set on the side of a lush, green hill that 
overlooked Tung Nghia. Hell Bank Notes 
were burnt for him because he enjoyed gam- 
bling when he was still alive and it was a 
given that he’d be doing the same in his 
afterlife. My grandfathers’ burial lot was hid- 
den on a piece of farmland in Bao Binh. 
Their graves were large heaps of weed-cov- 
ered dirt that sat against simple white head- 
stones engraved with red characters. We 
burnt gold notes for them too, and a couple 
paper suits fitted with sandals and reading 
glasses. We prayed to our ancestors, asking 
them to watch after us even though they 
never laid eyes on us while they were here. 

The entire time we were there, we 
indulged in a single day of tourism. All I 
wanted was to visit the Cu Chi Tunnels 
because when there’s cuchi to crawl 
through, I’m your man. I was a sweaty little 
Viet Cong after creeping through the intri- 
cate tunnel system and I also enjoyed an old 
grainy, black and white informational video 
on the history of the tunnels where they said 


When 
there's 
cuchi to 
crawl 
through, 
I'm your 
man. 


American soldiers were “like a crazy batch 
of devils, they fired into women, children, 
and chicken.” We couldn’t leave Cu Chi 
without partaking in some crazy devil activ- 
ity ourselves and we shot off a dozen rounds 
on an AK-47, aiming into a dirt field with 
paper targets featuring menacing orange 
tigers. I can’t blame them for capitalizing on 
the war and our primal need to shoot things. 

The day before we left, we celebrated A- 
Mah’s eighty-first birthday with a banquet 
dinner that was held on the muddy pasture 
of my uncle’s land. About 150 people 
crammed beneath a bright pink tent, sitting 
at round tables enjoying an eight-course 
meal, trying to avoid the occasional down- 
pour in between hot dishes of fried shrimp 
and roasted duck. The night before, the 
entire family stayed up until three in the 
morning to pay homage to A-Mah in a 
Buddhist birthday ceremony. Three dozen of 
us, all of A-Mah’s kin, crowded onto a hard 
wooden mat in the living room where we sat 
on our legs facing an altar and bowed our 
heads in unison. Mom said that all of us hud- 
dled together in the middle of the night 
looked like a picture from a refugee camp. 
Outside, the night was so dark that it was 
difficult to even see your hand in front of 
you. Earlier that week, I was on a back of a 
motorbike speeding down the main paved 
road in front of A-Mah’s house, clutching 
onto my cousin as cool air rushed passed us. 
There were no streetlights, just vague beams 
coming from nearby homes. I couldn’t see 
and I didn’t know where we were going, but 
I felt completely safe. It felt natural, com- 
fortable. It felt like home. 


—-Amy Adoyzie & 
amyadoyzie @ gmail.com 
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I MARRIED MIKE 
OF THE MYSTERY GIRLS 
or 
MY COLUMN IS LATE BECAUSE I 
COULDN’T GET MICK JAGGER’S 
LIPS TO LICK THE SOCCER BALL 
CORRECTLY 


Yes! That's Right! Not a dream! Not a 
hoax! Not an imaginary story! 1 couldn’t get 
Mick Jagger’s lips to lick the soccer ball 
properly, and the resultant crack-the-whip 
effect and/or boondoggle wreaked havoc on 
my ability to Deliver The Goods™ with 
applicable promptitude! Dammit, i need to 
straighten up and fly right! I need to 
straighten right and fly up! I need to 
straighten my fly right up! Indeed! Ah, but 
now you’re saying “Oh, but Rev. Norb! 
Tarry not with tawdry tales of soccer balls 
and Jagger-lips, but regale us instead with 
tales of your exciting new husband, Mike of 
the Mystery Girls!”, to which i must 
counter-reply Stuff and Nonsense! Come for 
the Mystery Girls; stay for the unlicked soc- 
cer balls! Or do i have that backwards? In 
any event, yes, i am currently pursuing a 
degree from an accredited degree-granting 
institution in the timeless field of Video 
Game Design (i figure that, since 1 don’t 
really play or even particularly like video 
games, this is my one great chance to exact 
sweet revenge [i.e. $$$] from the same soci- 
ety that has, for the first forty years of my 
existence, prevented me from making any 
particularly interesting amounts of money 
doing anything i like and/or am good at). 
And, in the course of my studies, i was 
working on a small, 2-D video game that 
was more or less a cross between Mario 
Bros. and Pac-Man whereby the classic 
Jagger-lips Rolling Stones logo navigated a 
series of platforms, attempting to lick a 
small pile of cash and thusly advance to the 
next level, whilst simultaneously avoiding 
collisions with the deadly touch of careen- 
ing flying saucers and ghosts, while a bunch 
of old Stones PS’s go annoyingly zooming 
by in the background (why the Rolling 
Stones? I dunno, there were some clouds in 
my game so i decided to call it “Get Off My 
Cloud,” which doesn’t really explain why 1 
also used the “Tell Me” and “Not Fade 
Away” sleeves, although you’re welcome to 
concoct your own idiotic explanation if 
you’re that bored). Being a kind and gener- 
ous master, however, i stocked the playing 
field with a number of soccer balls, which i 
made deadly to ghosts. If the Jagger-lips 
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nudge a soccer ball off a platform and onto 
a ghost, the ghost dies (actually, it just dis- 
appears. I don’t know how to make any cool 
ghost deaths yet), but the problem was that 1 
couldn’t get the soccer balls to go rolling in 
the same direction that the Jagger-lips were 
licking them towards, i could only get them 
to go in one set direction: Either left or right 
(i suppose i could have bypassed these 
infernal shenanigans by just having the balls 
shoot straight up into the sky on contact, but 
that would have been beneath the dignity of 
a game involving an animated Rolling 
Stones logo, flying saucers, and Pac-Man 
ghosts). Setting the balls to roll to the left is 
all well and good if your Jagger-lips are 
always going to be licking them from the 
right, but not so good when you smack into 
them from the left and they go rolling back- 
wards in the direction you just came from, 
unless you imagine that Mick is putting 
some kinda funky english on the balls when 
he comes in from the left. Eventually, i 
came up with a completely half-assed solu- 
tion to the problem by setting all the soccer 
balls to go right, then placing the balls at the 
extreme right-hand side of the platforms 
they occupied, thereby making it fundamen- 
tally impossible to lick them from any direc- 
tion but from the left (that manner of prob- 
lem-solving has a name in the industry, but 
i forget what exactly they call it [“cheating” 
is as good a guess as any]). Unfortunately, 1 
am so fucking bad at video games that it 
took me forever to get thru my first level so 
i could test my second level (presumably 
answering the eternally dodgy question of 
“if God is all-powerful, can He make a rock 
so heavy that He can’t lift it?” once and for 
all), and from this wanton morass of futbols 
and Winkies and Blinkies and Noddies 
stems my unspeakable tarditude, for which i 
apologize. But, yes, on to my loving hus- 
band Mike: I married him on Saturday. It 
was great. He gave me a Monkees book. 
That’s how strong his love is. That’s how 
strong his love is. But, ha, yes, i jest with 
you. Mike actually married a female human 
person, as befits his great heterosexuality; 1 
was merely the Officiant at the services. As 
it turns out, after a lifetime of refusing to 
perform weddings (my standard reply to 
such requests being “Rev. Nérb does not do 
the devil’s work”) i found that i actually like 
being the Officiant at weddings (actually, 1 
think i just like getting to use the term 
“Officiant,” because it sounds very mathe- 
matical, and i love that—it’s like ]AM THE 
OFFICIANT!!! I AM ZEE MATHEMATI- 
CAL OPERATOR IN ZEE GAME OF LUU- 


“Note my great 
professionalism: 
IT actually help 
relatives find the 
correct words to 
insult me with!” 


UUUV, BAY-BEE!!! IF THERE WERE 
TWO OF ME, ID BE THE CO-OFFI- 
CIANT!!! WHOOOO!!!” [actually, it’s not 
like that at all, come to think of it]). It’s fun. 
You get to dress up, recite stentorian pas- 
sages from all manner of ancient and dusty 
tomes (because you asked, i’ll give you the 
rundown on the standard Rev. N¢rb 
Wedding Ceremony: First i read from I 
Corinthians, just to get that out of the way, 
because that’s what people read at wed- 
dings. However, unlike “people,” Rev. Ngrb 
readeth not the modernized I Corinthians 
that usually getteth read at weddings. Rev. 
Norb readeth and speaketh thy King James 
Versioneth, with all the linguistic cockle- 
burs of antiquity intacteth [the funny thing 
about I Corinthians is that they use the word 
“charity” instead of the word “love’— 
before launching into my I Corinthians spiel 
at former bandmate Erik #1’s wedding, i 
helpfully pointed out to the crowd that Erik 
used to date a girl named Charity—then 
blew thru an unmodernized I Corinthians, 
saying the word “charity” about forty times 
in the process. Erik was other than amused, 
but everyone else was rolling]—which can 
be quite the tongue twister if you’ve ever 
tried it at home. Then, if the audience seems 
receptive and of a generally jovial nature, 1 
ask three questions of the bride and groom a 
la Mighty Tim in Monty Python and the 
Holy Grail—1. “What is your name?”; 2. 
“What is your quest?” [presumably this 
involves a mention of holy matrimony 
and/or punching the Officiant out for men- 
tioning an old girlfriend forty times in the 
course of one Biblical reading], and 3. a 
third, unspecified Mystery Question which 
serves no purpose other than to amuse the 
Officiant [“Who lives in a pineapple under 
the sea?” being a personal favorite, as it is 
almost guaranteed to provoke hearty crowd 
response] [i left this part out of Mike’s wed- 
ding because it was pretty apparent that the 
crowd kind of thought they were going to 
see a “real” wedding, as opposed to Erik’s 
wedding, where we all rode the El to 
Millennium Park in Chicago playing kazoos 
and wearing Burger King crowns]. 
Following this, i do the first of two readings 
from Still Life with Woodpecker by Tom 
Robbins—namely, the part on page thirty- 
two about Twinkies™ mating for life. I then 
rant and rave for a while about the song 
“Paradise by the Dashboard Light” by 
Meatloaf, and how Meat pledges to love the 
object of his affections until “the end of 
time” so that he might have his way with 
her, then spends the rest of the song “pray- 
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ing for the end of time.” I inform the couple 
that such loophole-questing shenanigans are 
right out, and that, in their marital state, they 
should strive to be more like Twinkies™, 
and less like Meatloaf [again, if the crowd 
seems into it, i get them to repeat “MORE 
TWINKIES! LESS MEATLOAF!” after me, 
but, again, i dropped this from Mike’s wed- 
ding out of a certain sense of radical self- 
preservation]. Following this, i do a second 
reading from Still Life With Woodpecker, 
this time the thing from page four about how 
the only question worth serious contempla- 
tion is “how do you make love stay?” 
informing the couple that they are not 
expected to have the answer to that ques- 
tion, but are, by their vows of HOOOOO- 
LEEEEEE matrimony, pledging to prioritize 
its study. I then tell them that the God O”’ 
Love loves a fool, but does not suffer blas- 
phemers lightly, because i just thought of 
that the day before the wedding, and it 
sounds wise and profound to say. I then do 
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Say a bunch of mumbo j umbo, 
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the fourth and final reading, from Babar the 
King by Jean de Brunhoff, where all the ele- 
phants are bummed because the Old Lady 
who foots their bills got bitten by a snake 
and lies at death’s door, and Cornelius’s 
house burned down, and Babar can’t sleep, 
and starts having nightmares _ that 
Misfortune and all these other “ugly, flabby 
beasts” come knocking at his door, but are 
eventually driven off by winged elephant 
angels, the moral being that Happiness™ 
triumphs over Misfortune! I then slap 
together a bunch of vows, which are basi- 
cally just song lyrics [represented this time 
around were the Kinks {“All Day And All 
Of The Night’ “’Til The End of The Day” }, 
the Beatles {“8 Days a Week”/ “Across The 
Universe”}, The Who {“Anyway, Anyhow, 
Anywhere’’}, Led frigging Zeppelin {“Good 
Times Bad Times”} and Donny fucking 
Osmond {“The 12th of Never’}?!], then i 
say a bunch of mumbo jumbo, they put rings 
on and kiss and shit, and i go “WILL YOU 
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WELCOME—YOUR TWO-THOUSAND- 
FIVE NEWLYWEDS—MIKE AND MANDY 
ZINK!!!” [or local equivalent]. Then they 
walk down the aisle and people take pic- 
tures, and then i walk down the aisle and 
people give me dirty looks for being a freak 
and having ruined everything for everyone. 
It’s great!). Of course, for every plus doing 
weddings has (1. free chicken; 2. see 1), 
there is an equal and opposite minus, best 
expressed by Rev. N@grb’s First Law of 
Weddings. To wit: Anyone working at a 
wedding in any capacity whatsoever will be 
perceived as deserving a punch in the 
mouth by at least one family member. 1 
mean, that’s one’s in the fridge; the milk is 
getting cold, the butter’s getting hard— 
don’t even worry about it. The best that you 
can hope for is that the people you piss off 
aren’t highly placed in the families 
involved. If you piss off the bride and/or 
groom, you’ ve totally fucked up. If you piss 
off the parents of the bride or groom, make 


sure you only piss off one set of parents, 
because they will remain cool so as not to 
cause a scene in front of the other set of par- 
ents. If you piss off both sets of parents, you 
are doomed. As the piss-off-ees become fur- 
ther and further removed from the core of 
the families, your chances of survival 
increase exponentially—as long as you fol- 
low Rev. N¢rb’s Second Law of Weddings: 
Answer all questions cheerfully, and AT 
FACE VALUE. At no_ point—NO 
POINT!—should you respond as if you are 
inferring anything —anything at all—from 
what Irate Relative X is saying , even 
though you know (and he knows that you 
know) that what he really means by what he 
is saying is, “YOU ARE A FUCKHEAD 
AND A FREAK AND IT IS A VERY BAD 
THING THAT YOU ARE INVOLVED 
WITH THIS WEDDING, YOU FREAKY 
FUCKHEAD!” Case in point: I once made 
the mistake of DJing at a wedding many 
years ago. Baaaaaad idea. Halfway thru the 
night, i had the father of the groom in my 
face, screaming, “ARE YOU A MART- 
IAN??? ARE YOU A MARTIAN???” to 
which i calmly—but foolishly—responded 
“No, i’m a Saturnian.” That didn’t work out 
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excludes outsider troublemakers like myself. 
Sort of a desperation move in semantic com- 
bat: I have failed to acknowledge the fact 
that he is trying to insult me, therefore he 
feels my unworthiness is “proven” by my 
outsider status. Pish and tosh! I tell him, 
“Oh, heck yeah! We had a great time at the 
rehearsal dinner on Thursday!” Irate 
Relative X has attempted to draw a circle 
with himself and the principal family mem- 
bers on the inside, with myself on the out- 
side—i have countered that by changing the 
circle into a Venn diagram (i.e. something 
like looks kind of like a MasterCard™ 
logo)—1.e., i have drawn a second circle 
intersecting his circle (i.e., “people at the 


: rehearsal dinner”), with the principal family 
members in the intersection area common to 
' both circles, Irate Relative X in the one cir- 


cle, and myself in the other circle. I’m not in 


‘ his circle, but he’s not in my circle either, and 
} the principal family members are in both cir- 


cles. Stalemate. We eventually lose interest 
in each other, and walk away. The moral of 
the story is twofold: First off, as indicated, to 
refuse to acknowledge that you know some- 
one is attempting to call you a fuckheaded 
freak without outright calling you a fuck- 
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so hot. “ARE YOU A MARTIAN???” obvi- 
ously means something along the lines of 
“why are you playing this freaky music at 
my son’s wedding, asshole?”; “no, i’m a 
Saturnian” obviously means something 
roughly akin to “fuck you.” Now, had i 
known then what i know now, i would have 
responded with, “No. You?” or, “No, i went 
to East, actually” —answering the question 
literally, without interpretation, prevents 
Irate Relative X from taking your response 
as the “fuck you” you both know it is. More 
Recent Case In Point: At Mike’s reception, 
Irate Relative X (note: not the same Irate 
Relative X) comes up to me and says “I’ve 
NEVER seen a wedding like THAT before!” 
Now, needless to say, every impish molecule 
in this Officiant’s body was hankerin’ to say, 
“Oh, like... heterosexual?” but, following 
my own Second Law of Weddings, i only 
respond, “oh... really?” Now, the guy obvi- 
ously intended his statement to be some 
manner of insult or challenge, no duh. 
However, i have refused to take it as an 
insult/challenge, therefore, he has not tech- 
nically insulted/challenged me yet. I have 
refused to take his statement as anything 
other than an observation of the empirical 
fact that he has never seen a wedding like 
that before, completely thwarting his origi- 
nal intention. He takes another shot at it: 
“So how long did you guys practice that?” I 
tell him God’s honest truth: Five minutes. 
We were supposed to meet at the gazebo at 
Pamperin Park at 6:00 to practice, but Mike 


was fifteen minutes late, and the park closes 
at sunset—officially 6:20 that day—so all 
we had time to do was to figure out where to 
stand. I have answered his question fully 
and truthfully, and have still shown no signs 
of officially grasping the concept that he is 
attempting to insult me. He tries again: “The 
ceremony started, and I was like ‘are they 
trying to get this on TV or something ?’” He 
can’t express himself any better than that, so 
i try to help him out: “You mean, like, 
‘America’s Funniest Home Videos’?” (note 
my great professionalism: J actually help 
relatives find the correct words to insult me 
with!) Yes, of course, like on “America’s 
Funniest Home Videos.” I tell him that that 
would be great if they had shots of the ring 
boy (the bride’s four-year-old son) stomping 
on my feet during the ceremony (which 
actually was legitimately great, it was like a 
Little Rascals short come to life, with the 
anarchist/brat making life miserable for the 
hapless authority figure, just because he 
can)—he has, again, attempted to insult me, 
but i have only agreed with him, and have 
brought in a situation (the ring boy stomping 
on my feet) that is legitimately funny, but 
not at all in line with what he meant (that the 
wedding was “funny” because i was a freak 
or whatever). He’s thwarted again, but now 
he has the ammo—he thinks—to put me 
away: “Hey, he’s a great kid!” Irate Relative 
X has now (metaphorically) diagrammed 
out a circle that includes himself, the ring 
boy, and the rest of “the family,” but 


gr 


gat 


headed freak is beneficial, because if you 
don’t acknowledge it, they technically have 
failed in their mission to insult you. 
Secondly, if somebody’s trying to imply— 
and not outright state—that you’re a fuck- 
headed freak, this likely is based on the 
assumption that, by any reasonable method 
of accounting, you’re a fuckheaded freak, so 
you should know what they mean, even if 
they don’t say it. My problem with that line 
of thinking is that... uh... i'm NOT a fuck- 
headed freak. At Mike’s wedding, i read the 
most traditional Biblical wedding verse ever, 
then something about mating for life, some- 
thing about trying to find out how to make 
love stay, and something about happiness tri- 
umphing over misfortune. Whither freak- 
dom, dude? I mean, yeah, sure, i rant and 
rave and talk in my funny voice and stuff, but 
the Transylvanian Priest at St. Willebrord’s 
ranted and raved and talked in a funny voice, 
and nobody called HIM a fuckheaded freak 
(did they?), so where’s your case, jack? I 
WILL NOT APOLOGIZE FOR BEING A 
FREAK, and i WILL NOT ACKNOWL- 
EDGE that my FREAKDOM is SO SELF- 
EVIDENT that I SHOULD ASSUME I’M 
BEING INSULTED because I DESERVE IT 
OR SOMETHING So there. I do apologize 
for the soccer balls only moving one way 
when my Jagger-Lips lick them, that’s just 
fucking gay. 


Love, 
Nerb 
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The Dinghole Reports 

By the Rhythm Chicken 
(Commentary by Francis Funyuns) 
[Edited by Dr. Sicnarf] 


—Dr. Sicnarf has recently arrived in Krakow 
to visit our hero and his Hen and they are 
catching up on the Rhythm Chicken’s recent 
ventures.— 


So, then the Chancellor and his friend Jeorg 
drove here to Krakow and we went on a hik- 
ing trip down in the Tatry Mountains. We 
were hiking along and with every other step a 
sizable juicy fart would squeak out. I com- 
mented to Jeorg how I thought he had just 
crapped his lederhosen. This is when he cor- 
rected me and enlightened me with a valuable 
tidbit of German logic. He claimed that, by 
German standards (or just his?), any fart 
residue that is less than thirty grams is still just 
a fart. Any fart residue in excess of thirty 
grams can officially be declared a shit! Leave 
it up to those wacky Germans to determine the 
exact boundary between “acceptable” fart 
soilage, and the ever-popular “pants-crap- 
ping.” 


[I think that Bloodbath And Beyond will have 
to reconsider their current standards on 
“pants-crapping.” I’m sure they will accept 
this new metric challenge and increase their 
burrito intake. Can you pass me another 
Zywiec? —Dr. S.] 


So, there we were, hiking and farting through 
the Tatry Mountains. We stopped at one of the 
few remaining August snow banks for our 
lunch break. We cooled three bottles of 
Radeberger in the snow and pulled out the 
leftover Thuringen bratwurst from our ruck- 
sacks. My Wisconsinist yearnings were 
appeased. Jeorg and the Chancellor then told 
me of the legendary German mountain- 
dwelling critter known as... seriously... the 
WOLPERDINGER! They claim that the 
wolperdinger somewhat resembles a rabbit, 
but also has antlers and fangs. This is when I 
chalked up their legendary critter with our 
American “jackalope.” The Chancellor then 
adds that the wolperdinger also has the hind 
leg of a duck and there are a few actual stuffed 
wolperdingers in the beerhalls of Munich. I 
commented how their wolperdinger is sort of 
like our American Sasquatch. Jeorg replied, 
“Well, yes, but the wolperdinger is REAL!” 


{I think I might have seen this wolperdinger 
in Wisconsin a few times. Are you sure that 
it doesn’t translate to “Rev. N@rb” in 
English? —Dr. S.] 


RHYTHM Tray 


The Chancellor and Jeorg insist that it is 
native only to Germany, but may have migrat- 
ed over to the Polish highlands for reasons 
unknown. I am still overwhelmed by the very 
existence of a creature known as a 
WOLPERDINGER! I started to speculate that 
this creature may live in a hole in the ground, 
a WOLPERDINGER HOLE! 


—The Chicken’s ham radio comes to life with 
the voice of Francis Funyuns.— 


Well, I guess Mr. Funyuns finally got his radio 
up and running! Hello? Funyuns? 


[Greetings, Funyuns! I’m here in Poland! ve 
been here for a few days already and the 
Rhythm Chicken is full of stories! I still 
haven’t seen much outside of his concrete jun- 
gle neighborhood, but he’s keeping me full of 
good Polish beer! —Dr. S.] 


(Sicnarf! You made it! So, what’s it like? Is it 
really just like Wisconsin but with more 
cement and kielbasa? —F.F.) 


[Well, the Chicken and his Hen have a nice 
cement nest here. They do, indeed, live in a 
very orderly maze of cement apartment 
blocks. It’s actually more comfortable than I 
envisioned, but that could be due to his icebox 
full of Zywiec and Harnas. I hope to see 
something past the neighborhood beer store 
soon, though. —Dr. S.] 


Dzien dobry, Funyuns! How is Wisconsin? 
Have things in Milwaukee settled down? 


(Well, Milwaukee has quieted down a little, 
but, then again, gas has doubled in price since 
you left. Hey, Sicnarf! Has he been making 
any more ruckus, or is he slowly slipping into 
retirement like you predicted? -F.F.) 


—Sicnarf looks uneasily at the Rhythm 
Chicken and answers back.— 


(Heh, heh... actually... heh... I haven’t asked 
him about any recent ruckus yet. So... heh, 
heh... Mr. Chicken. Have you raised any 
ruckus lately? —Dr. S.] 


THINK I’M RETIRING? Is THAT why you 
came to “visit” me? I'll have you know that 
I’ve had yet another most surreal Chicken gig 
recently! What do you think were the most 
surreal Chicken gigs of all time? Sicnarf? 


[Uh, I would say playing in Miller Park for 
thirty thousand baseball fans during a 
Milwaukee Brewer game, or maybe playing 


“He claimed that, by 
German standards, 
any fart residue 
that is less than 
thirty grams is still 
just a fart.” 


to a rural German men’s drinking festival, or 
maybe... —Dr. S.] 


(Or maybe playing on Hollywood Boulevard’s 
Walk of Fame in front of Mann’s Chinese 
Theater, or at the Le Brea Tar Pits, or every 
hour at the Election Day Roadsit ’04, or at that 
gay pride parade in Chicago, or... -FF.) 


Those were all exceptional gigs at one time. 
Each one pushed the envelope a little further, 
though I think I’ve tweaked the “surreality” 
knob a little closer to ELEVEN! I think the 
name of my most recent tour may have led it 
to some sort of unforeseen greatness. Only 
now am I starting to realize the amazing 
power of a tour’s NAME! This was no “Suck 
My Beak” tour. This was no “Spring Chicken 
“04” tour. 


Dinghole Report #69 (uh-huh!): 
The WOLPERDINGER TOUR 05! 
(Rhythm Chicken sightings #360 to #368) 
It was the Chancellor’s birthday at midnight. 
His late-night backyard birthday party gath- 
ered around the Rhythm Chicken on the edge 
of the garden. Soon after midnight, the 
Chicken’s brand of American Midwestern 
ruckus was once again alive and kicking in 
Deutschland. The small town of Frohburg was 
awakened by my thunderous, drunken slop 
rock! I played my drums for him, ba-rum- 
pum-pum-pum! The show was quick and 
sweet, something to bedazzle the neighbor- 
hood kids before they went to sleep. A few 
hours later I was coaxed into playing again, 
egged on after many Radebergers crossed my 
wing. I mounted the temporary Chicken kit 
and opened the floodgates yet again. My 
ruckus rhythms flowed around the drunken 
early morning garden party and I totally let 
loose. Just as in previous drunken German 
gigs, I began “drumming in tongues,” giving 
up voluntary control and giving in to the 
mighty powers of ruckus. The powers lifted 
and twisted my body into a few contortions 
before throwing me back into the rhubarb. 
About twelve hours later, I was being 
assisted by my German Ruckus Militia 
through the streets of Dresden. The 
Chancellor was wearing his Green Bay 
Packers T-shirt, adding to the accumulating 
greatness of this tour. His birthday happened 
to land right on the busiest summer weekend 
in Dresden known as “Stadtfest.” Thousands 
of Germans roamed about the Old Town, 
swilling Radeberger and taking in the music 
from various stages. They were in for some 
unsuspected American ruckus! We hauled the 
kit out onto the Augustus Bridge, which had 
been closed to cars and trams to allow the 
heavy flow of foot traffic. I began the Dresden 
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leg of the Wolperdinger Tour ’05 there, parting 
the flowing crowd and turning heads all over 
the Old Town. We began using our guerilla tac- 
tics with some “rapid-fire” ruckus, hitting many 
targets in quick succession. It was like another 
American firebombing of Dresden, only this 
one left plenty of smiles and didn’t kill 
180,000+ civilians. My ruckus attacks were 
launched on the terrace overlooking the River 
Elbe, on the Royal Road leading up to the 
Frauenkirche (Ladies’ Church!), in front of the 
Semperoper (opera house), and in Der Zwinger 
(Royal Palace Courtyard). 

With each gig I grew more and more anxious 
for the German authorities to step in and put an 
end to the American attack, but, much to my 
surprise, each helping of ruckus was met with 
smiles and open arms! After the concert in Der 
Zwinger, we made plans to meet in the 
Fahrgarten Johanstadt, a cozy beer garden on 
the River Elbe near the Chancellor’s Dresden 
flat. Once there, I set up my kit for what was to 
be the final gig of the tour. Right in the middle 
of the busy beer garden, I pounded out my fran- 
tic rhythms while the drinking Germans 
scratched their heads and pondered my sign on 
the bass drum that read “Rhythm Chicken, 
Wolperdinger Tour ’05.” 

While enjoying the post-tour beers, the 
Chancellor and I looked at the River Elbe 
nearby and commented on how great it would 
be to rent a little pontoon party boat for next 
year. We looked downstream at the Old Town 
and saw the fireworks that wrapped up the 
Stadtfest weekend. Just then, as if in a cheesy 
sitcom, a half-full pontoon party boat pulls 
ashore. The captain announces to the beer gar- 
den that they are offering free rides as some 
sort of promotion. The Chancellor and I look 
at each other in disbelief. 

Ten minutes later we are all squeezed onto 
this pontoon boat with a drumset and six other 
confused Germans, slowly floating downstream 


towards the Old Town. The fireworks had fin- 
ished and there were thousands of 
Deutschlanders full of Radeberger who didn’t 
want the festival to end. My militia and I were 
beside ourselves in anxiety, wondering how this 
unreal opportunity would unfold. We could see 
the thousands of folks lining the Augustus 
Bridge and the terrace, waiting for... anything, 
and that is just what I was ready to give them. 

For a quick moment, I thought about my last 
American gig, playing at the base of 
Kosciuszko’s monument in Milwaukee for 
Ruckus O’Reily and an uninterested boy pass- 
ing on his bicycle. I pulled on my Chicken head 
and thought to myself, “THIS is my punk!” I 
started the opening drumroll and the boat 
bobbed in the River Elbe. My river-ruckus 
emanated from the floating makeshift rock 
stage. I was hoping to catch the attention of 
SOME of the folks ashore and on the bridge. I 
drummed harder than all the previous gigs that 
day, trying to make some sort of difference 
somehow. My first ever maritime gig was 
unleashing waves of rhythm ruckus across the 
River Elbe. 

My first dose of audio chaos concluded with 
the usual roll-off and my wings went up. My 
German Ruckus Militia let loose with a hearty 
roar. The other passengers on the boat were a 
strange mix of Deutschlanders. There were two 
drunken soccer hooligans that totally ate it up 
and took advantage of the opportunity to yell 
their heads off. There was the captain who was 
skeptical at first, but then yelled as much as the 
hooligans. There were three other “normal” pas- 
sengers who smiled and clapped. Then there 
was the older couple on the bow who refused to 
acknowledge the ruckus, staring straight off the 
bow with sour faces! 

The joyous applause from the boat died 
down and suddenly we heard it. There was a 
distant roar from the bridge and the terrace. 
Everyone on the boat looked ashore in amaze- 


ment. There were thousands of festival folks lin- 
ing the river’s edge and all along the bridge’s 
railing. With the fireworks done and the festival 
winding up, they just wanted something, any- 
thing, to focus their attention on. They warmly 
embraced this new excuse to yell, dance, and 
chant. I shot a glance over to the birthday boy, 
the Chancellor. We stared at each other in disbe- 
lief. Our little boat had become the main event 
at the end of Dresden’s full weekend of festive 
beer drinking! 

I started up another round of my ruckus with 
my chicken ears flapping about wildly. The cap- 
tain turned on the boat’s spotlight and illumi- 
nated me for the crowds. The hooligans were 
ROCKIN’ OUT! My militia sunk into their 
seats, smiling in disbelief. I halted my river rock 
and struck my pose (see upper-left corner of 
column). This is when the REAL circus started! 
The hooligans yelled at the shore in broken 
English, “CLAP YOU HANDS TOGETHER 
NOW!” A group of folks on the terrace were 
chanting, “Wir woll’n den hasen sehen! Wir 
woll’n den hasen sehen!” (We want the rabbit! 
We want the rabbit!) Then there was a group of 
girls chanting, “Hey rabbit! Hey rabbit! Hey 
rabbit!” The Chancellor held up the tour sign 
and yelled back, “He’s not a rabbit! He’s a 
CHICKEN!” There I was, floating in Dresden’s 
River Elbe under the medieval skyline of the 
Old Town with thousands of drunk Germans on 
the shore and bridge yelling at our little boat 
and just going crazy... and you think I plan on 
retiring? 


[Don’t worry, Funyuns. I’ll keep a good eye on 
him. —Dr. S.] 


—Rhythm Chicken 
(<30g = fart, >30g = shit!) 


rhythmchicken @ hotmail.com 
www.wolperdinger.net... seriously! 


& 


ee 





tS waa Ih 


“But if "mina 
situation where the 
last means of defense 
is my only means of 
protection, it’s gonna 
be them, not me.” 


Home Protection ys. the Rights of Criminals 


Back in the ‘70s during my grade school 
years, I clearly remember my father remind- 
ing me to always keep an open eye out on 
what’s going on around me, especially when 
it came to politics and the law. He’d go on 
about this to me every time some under-the- 
table political handjob was obviously going 
on or when people’s rights were unjustly 
being compromised or taken away. “Don’t 
believe every single thing the papers or tele- 
vision (he referred to it as ‘the idiot box’) 
tells you and don’t be afraid to ask ques- 
tions.” It was this sort of attitude where if 
you had something to say, then say it, 
although his timing could be a tad bit off at 
times, leaving some offended people around 
him silent with their mouths open. He wasn’t 
the paranoid type at all, but he wanted me to 
be sure to recognize when anyone was trying 
to blow smoke up anyone else’s ass or mine. 
Whether it was a county, state, or U.S. per- 
son of political power, I remember him 
always commenting with dissatisfied anger 
in his voice. Eloquence not being his 
strongest suit, he usually liked to refer to the 
shadiest of the shady as “pricks,” or his 
much-used favorite, “cocksucker.” He was a 
big supporter of individual rights, home and 
otherwise, and when I recently heard that a 
bill pitched earlier this year is now a law, I 
couldn’t help but stop and think about him, 
wishing he was alive to see this go down. 
This one’s for you, Dad. 


October Ist of 2005 marked a new chapter 
in law for the state of Florida with its offici- 
ating of the bill SB-436. Depending on 
whom you talk with, this recently imple- 
mented law is a good thing (the pro calling it 
the “Stand Your Ground” law) or a bad thing 
(the con calling it the “Shoot First” law). 
This bill removes the “duty to retreat” in the 
face of attack, creating the presumption that 
an attacker intends to do great bodily harm 
and therefore force, including deadly force, 
may be used to protect yourself, your family, 
and others in the face of attack. It also pro- 
hibits prosecution for defending that which 
you have a right to defend and prohibits civil 
lawsuits by criminals or relatives of crimi- 
nals when criminals are injured or killed 
while attacking law-abiding people. 

Florida already has this law in place con- 
cerning residents in their homes with the 
“Castle Doctrine” law. The Castle Doctrine 
is an ancient common law doctrine with ori- 
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gins going back to Roman law that states a 
man’s home is his castle and that he may 
use all manner of force, including deadly 
force, to protect it and its inhabitants from 
attack. The SB-436 bill extends the right to 
public spaces. 

There’s been major opposition to the bill, 
especially by the D.C.-based Brady 
Campaign to Prevent Gun Violence. For 
those not in the know, James Brady achieved 
a lifelong career goal with his appointment 
by President Ronald Reagan in January of 
1981 to be Assistant to the President and 
White House Press Secretary and on March 
30, 1981, when John Hinckley attempted to 
assassinate the President, Hinckley shot 
President Reagan, Mr. Brady, and two law 
enforcement officers. Although seriously 
wounded by the gunshot wound to the head, 
Mr. Brady remained the White House Press 
Secretary until the end of the Reagan 
Administration. Since leaving the White 
House, Mr. Brady has spent much time lob- 
bying with his wife Sarah, Chair of the 
Brady Campaign to Prevent Gun Violence 
(formerly Handgun Control), for stronger 
gun laws. On November 30, 1993, President 
Clinton signed the “Brady Bill’—a bill 
named in Mr. Brady’s honor—into law. The 
Brady law required a five-day waiting peri- 
od and background check on all handgun 
purchases through licensed dealers. Mr. 
Brady also serves on the Board of Trustees 
of the Brady Center to Prevent Gun Violence 
(formerly the Center to Prevent Handgun 
Violence), the Brady Campaign’s sister orga- 
nization, which is a non-profit 501 (3)(c) 
organization working to reduce gun violence 
through education, research, and legal advo- 
cacy. In addition, Mr. Brady serves as Vice 
Chairman of the National Head Injury 
Foundation as well as the Vice Chairman of 
the National Organization on Disability. 
Prior to serving in the Reagan 
Administration, Mr. Brady was 
Spokesperson for the Office of the 
President-Elect and had served as Director 
of Public Affairs and Research for the 
Reagan-Bush Committee, which seems a tad 
ironic being that Jeb Bush, dickhead’s broth- 
er and the current governor of Florida, is the 
one who signed SB-436 into effect. 

Peter Hamm, communications director of 
Brady’s campaign, said, “It’s a particular 
risk faced by travelers coming to Florida for 
a vacation because they have no idea it’s 


going to be the law of the land. If they get 
into a road rage argument, the other person 
may feel he has the right to use deadly 
force.” Further, Brady’s group plans to pass 
out fliers at the Miami International Airport 
and possibly at the Orlando International 
Airport. In these fliers, tourists will be heav- 
ily warned to take precautions that include: 
“Do not argue unnecessarily with local peo- 
ple.” In addition, the group will run ads in 
U.S. and British newspapers warning 
tourists planning to visit Florida that a “ner- 
vous and frightened” Florida resident could 
shoot to kill. “Warning: Florida residents can 
use deadly force,” the ad states. “If you are 
involved in a traffic accident or near-miss, 
remain in your car and keep your hands in 
plain sight. If someone appears to be angry 
with you, maintain to the best of your ability 
a positive attitude, and do not shout or make 
threatening gestures,” the ad reads. The 
Brady Campaign promises to also run ads in 
French, German, and Japanese newspapers if 
they can stretch their budget. 

All I can say is that if Brady and Co. feel 
the undying need to warn the world of the 
“sudden dangers” that the lawmakers of 
Florida have cast upon their state, they’ve 
got a helluva lotta work ahead of him. There 
are severely dangerous areas all over this 
country, not just in the state of Florida. And 
just when is it opposable to give people— 
regular law-abiding folks—the rights to rea- 
sonably protect themselves? 

B-436 isn’t a law for Floridians to go set- 
tle scores of vengeance, to whack someone 
who cut them off in a parking lot, or to 
smoke someone who looked at them cross- 
eyed. It’s simply a law that reserves one’s 
right to not be seriously fucked with. Here in 
the state of California, if some asshole 
decides to break into your home and you 
harm them in any way, the perpetrator actu- 
ally has rights and can sue you for bodily 
harm, including if this person injures them- 
selves on your property. How? By declaring 
that they were in no way intending harm 
upon you or said residents. 

I’m sorry, but if some simple fuck is 
breaking into my house, there are a couple of 
things that are as plain as day here: 1) The 
second a perpetrator is physically intruding 
into my pad, they have simply given up any 
and all rights as a law-abiding citizen, peri- 
od. It’s called being a criminal. 2) At the time 
of this break-in, it’s not too handy for me to 


have to ask any intruder what their intentions 
are while illegally entering my house and/or 
helping themselves to my shit. The house 
and the shit in it are mine, remember? 

The only thing wrong that might occur 
with this bill is that people who should be 
prosecuted will have a defense for using 
force when they didn’t need to. Even with 
the possibility of that, think how many shit- 
bags are cut loose from their sentences early 
or are even acquitted altogether. Thanks to 
my upbringing, I’m not a criminal; therefore 
, | can’t think like a criminal. But if I was, 
I'd really think twice about just who I was 
gonna try and take severe advantage of, with 
or without force. Why? Because I just might 
get my ass fatally handed to me if I hap- 
pened to pick the wrong victim. Here’s a fit- 
ting example that was reported in the news 
just yesterday: 


Saturday October 01, 2005 


LOS ANGELES (AP) One man was shot to 
death and another wounded after they alleged- 
ly attempted a carjacking against two FBI 
agents who were conducting surveillance... 

The FBI agents apparently were targeted 
randomly and the incident remains under 
investigation. 

FBI officials Friday declined to identify 
the slain suspect pending the notification of 
his relatives. The identity of the wounded 
suspect also was being withheld, along with 
the names of two others who were arrested 
because they are minors. 

The bureau said in a statement that the 
two agents were in a parked vehicle in 
Reseda during an investigation of a violation 
of the Hobbs Act, which concerns extortion 
and robbery. 

The agents were “accosted by four young 
male subjects, at least one of whom was 
armed” about midnight and an altercation 
ensued when the four suspects allegedly 
tried to take the agents’ vehicle... 

The wounded suspect was hospitalized in 
stable condition. The other two suspects 
were in the custody of the Los Angeles 
Police Department. 

FBI officials said a special team will 
investigate the shooting while local offi- 
cials will consider criminal charges 
against the suspects. 


To tell you the truth, all four involved car- 
jackers should’ve wallowed around in a pool 
of their own, bullet hole-induced blood before 
meeting their maker, minors and all. Why does 
that sound like such a hard-ass thing to say? 
Because carjacking, armed and otherwise, is a 
hard-ass crime to be forced to endure. You 
wanna play with the big, pretty flames? No 
problem. Just don’t start crying when it burns 
you. And that goes for your family and friends 
wringing their hands, waving their fists, and 
pointing fingers of blame for your deceased 
ass, as well. 

I don’t want people to take this the wrong 
way and think that my opinion of said things 
here are the be-all/end-all to solving shitty sit- 
uations. What we’re talking here is a last 
means of defense against serious instances. If 
there’s any way to get the hell away from a par- 
ticular situation, yes, of course that’s the road 
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I’m gonna split down. I think that that’s what 
most logical people would do, too, and I really 
don’t think anyone would want to be in a situ- 
ation of having to fatally wound someone in 
order to save their own ass. 

But if I’m in a situation where the last means 
of defense is my only means of protection, it’s 
gonna be them, not me. It’s like if someone 
invaded Yvonne’s and my home, and she was 
home alone. Chances are it would probably be 
some burglar trying to get his steal on. There’s 
also a chance that it could be some shithead 
rapist who’s been scoping out the neighbor- 
hood. If Yvonne could safely get out of the 
house, all’s good because she’s safe and she 
wouldn’t have to confront any intruder. Now, if 
she couldn't get out of the house safely, I don’t 
expect her to ask and find out what the intrud- 
er is doing in our place. Burglar, rapist, what- 
ever—the first thing in her mind should be pro- 
tecting herself as I would do for us if I were 
there. In California, as well as the rest of the 
States, that right shouldn’t be infringed upon 
for law-abiding people who are doing nothing 
more than wanting to live their lives. 





I give what I’ve got to give 
I give what I need to live 
I give what I’ve got to give 
It’s important if I wanna live 
I wanna live 
I want to live my life 
I wanna live 
I want to live my life 


(Chorus from “I Wanna Live” from the 
Ramones 1987 Halfway to Sanity LP) 


Are some of the rights of Americans actu- 
ally starting to go back in favor of those who 
uphold them justly? We shall see. But if I 
was a criminal based in Florida, I’d worry 
more about karma coming full circle sooner 
than I thought. 


I’m Against It 


—Designated Dale 
designateddale @ yahoo.com 


io 





He nearly died stepping out onto his front 
porch. This confused him greatly. He had 
just woken up—he didn’t expect to almost 
die trying to sit on the steps and drink a cup 
of coffee. 

As was his nature, he scratched his head, 
rubbed his eyes, and reassessed the situa- 
tion. Still no front porch. Where his porch 
used to be was only a fairly large crater in 
the ground with bits of wood and concrete. 

He stood in the doorway on the edge of 
where the porch used to be, wondering out 
loud, “Maybe it was a meteor? No, that 
probably would have felt like an earth- 
quake,” and so forth along those lines until 
he realized that his bathrobe was open and 
he was talking to himself. 

He went back inside to think and sat 
down where his couch used to be before 
someone stole it and left only the cushions. 
Maybe it was a sinkhole, he thought, so he 
walked over to his bookshelf and pulled out 
the dictionary. A hollow into which surface 
water flows to join an underground 
drainage system, produced by the solution 
of underlying material, as limestone, salt, 
etc. He opened the door again and looked 
down into the hole where the porch used to 
be. There wasn’t any water, and he couldn’t 
remember what limestone looked like but 
he was pretty sure there wasn’t any of that, 
either. “That wasn’t much help,” he mut- 
tered, and then decided to consult the ency- 
clopedia for a more thorough explanation. 

The encyclopedias had been left in the 
house by the previous resident and had once 
been used in a high school library. Since he 
never needed to research anything, he usu- 
ally just read the graffiti that had been 
scrawled in the margins. Sometimes all you 
really want to do is look at poorly rendered 
Iron Maiden logos and what high school 
kids in the ‘80s thought a vagina looked 
like. It’s quite possible that his search for 
what exactly caused the sinkhole might 
have been the first time he used the ency- 
clopedia for its intended purpose. 

The encyclopedia proved more fruitful: 
sinkholes are naturally occurring geological 
depressions caused by slight tectonic shifts 
in which pockets of air beneath the surface 
are ruptured and the ground above them col- 
lapses. This made some sense to him, but 
now the question was what could he do 
about it? Does one find a geologist in the 
phone book? 


Apparently not. One could find 
Geographers, and one could also find Gift 
Baskets & Parcels, but neither one of those 
made much sense in this case and he 
decided that in order to get to the bottom 
of this, he would have to do some real 
detective work. 

If it had happened a few weeks earlier, he 
would have had to call in sick to work— 
after all, a pretty big part of the porch and 
the walkway were now about eight or nine 
feet below where they had been when he 
came home the night before—but he no 
longer had a job, so he didn’t have to worry 
about not showing up for work. 

As he flipped through the phone book try- 
ing to think of people who could maybe 
help him find a geologist, he decided to 
order a pizza. “Even if you can’t find a geol- 
ogist in a phone book, you can still find a 
pizzeria,” he reasoned. 

“Big Ed’s,” the voice on the other end 
said. 

“Td like a large cheese pizza delivered to 
my house, please.” 

“Okay, what’s the address?” 

“818 Mason Street. There’s no number on 
the outside of the house or anything, so just 
look for the place with the big sinkhole in 
the front yard.” 

A pause on the other end of the line. 
“Excuse me?” 

“A sinkhole. A naturally-occurring geo- 
logical depression caused by slight tecton- 
ic shifts in which pockets of air beneath 
the surface are ruptured and the ground 
above them collapses,” he said. “There’s a 
really big one in my front yard, so you 
should be careful.” 

The pizza guy sounded annoyed, saying, 
“Yeah, okay. I'll tell the driver to watch out 
for the sinkhole,” and then hung up. 

Since he didn’t have anything to do that 
day besides go take a nap at the library, 
there was no real hurry to find a geologist, 
so while he waited for the pizza delivery 
guy to show up, he went back to the ency- 
clopedia. He learned a bit more about sink- 
holes, and then he learned that the class of 
°83 sucks and that someone, at some point, 
loved a guy named Bobby Garrett. I wonder 
who this Bobby Garrett guy was, he 
thought. Obviously someone had felt so 
strongly about Bobby that they were willing 
to profess their love for him in the encyclo- 
pedia where anyone reading about sinkholes 


“le realized 
that his bathrobe 
was open and he 
was talking to 
himself.” 





could see it. Had he been a football star? 
Was he the loner that skipped class and 
smoked cigarettes under the bleachers? Did 
his mom work at the library, doodling her 
son’s name in the encyclopedias when she 
was bored? 

He was so lost in this train of thought— 
perhaps “train” isn’t the right word since it 
implies a sense of direction and maybe even 
forward motion—that he almost didn’t real- 
ize that the pizza guy was standing out on 
the sidewalk, yelling and throwing rocks at 
the front door to get his attention. Still in his 
bathrobe, he opened the door and looked at 
the pizza delivery guy. Neither one of them 
said anything for a minute, until then the 
pizza guy said, “So what the fuck am I sup- 
posed to do with this?” 

What the fuck was he supposed to do 
with it? The thought had never even crossed 
his mind. Maybe he thought that pizza guys 
just instinctively knew how to handle these 
types of situations. Surely if they could han- 
dle dogs and stoned college kids, they 
wouldn’t let a sinkhole stand in the way of 
delivering a piping hot pie. 

That didn’t appear to be the case. “You 
expect me to climb through that shit? Ain’t 
gonna happen, buddy, ain’t gonna happen.” 

“But what about all that stuff about rain 
and wind and sleet and snow?” 

“That’s the fucking postal service, 
you moron!” 

“There’s no need for name-calling,” he 
said. “I guess I got them confused.” 

“Confused? How could you confuse the 
United States Postal Service with goddamn 
Big Ed’s Pizza?” 

He stood there in the doorway looking a 
little defeated. “I don’t know,” he said. “I’m 
a little scrambled right now on account of 
this whole sinkhole thing.” 

The pizza guy must have felt a little 
sorry for him, because he said, “Well, how 
about if I come around to the back? Can I 
do that?” 

He thought about that for a second. If 
there was a sinkhole blocking the front door, 
there was no telling what might be blocking 
the back door. Maybe even a monster. He 
shuddered at the thought. “No, there’s no 
back door.” 

The pizza guy was incredulous. “Your 
house doesn’t have a back door?” 

“No,” he said, trying (and failing) to 
make the lie as believable as possible. “No 


back door, not even a little one for dogs 
and cats. I think the construction workers 
were drunk that day and they just forgot.” 

“So what the fuck am I supposed to do 
with this?” 

He sighed. Back to square one. “Maybe 
I could climb out a window. Is there a sink- 
hole in front of the window?” 

The pizza guy looked at him as if it was 
the stupidest question he had ever heard. It 
probably was. “Why would there be a 
sinkhole in front of the window?” 

He shrugged. “The same reason there’s 
a sinkhole in front of the door: a slight tec- 
tonic shift in which pockets of air beneath 
the surface are ruptured and the ground 
above them collapses.” 

The pizza guy rolled his eyes and said, 
“No. There’s no sinkhole in front of the 
window.” 

As he walked into his bedroom, he 
picked his wallet up off the floor and real- 
ized that he had no money. He checked 
the pockets of his bathrobe, but all he 
found was a few leftover chips from the 
day before when he hadn’t felt like carry- 
ing a whole bag to the library. The pizza 
guy probably wouldn’t be too happy 
about that, so he tried to think of a solu- 
tion. He had no credit cards, but he leaned 
out the window anyway and said, “You 
take Visa, right?” 

The pizza guy, who had apparently 
resigned himself to seeing this situation to 
its conclusion, said, “Lemme guess. You 
don’t have any money, right? It fell in the 
sinkhole, right?” This was possible, except 
that he hadn’t had any money the day 
before, either, and if he had, he probably 
would have spent it on chips and beer 
before he had a chance to lose it in the 
sinkhole. “Ill tell you what,” the pizza 


guy said. “If you climb out the window, 
you can have the fuckin’ thing.” 

“T guess this is getting pretty ridicu- 
lous, huh?” 

“No, this was ridiculous the minute you 
picked up the phone and ordered a pizza. I 
just want to get out of here so I can maybe 
make a little bit of money today.” 

He felt kind of bad for wasting the pizza 
guy’s time, so he tied his bathrobe up tight 
and climbed out the window. Actually, he 
sort of fell out the window—not a whole 
lot of climbing involved. He walked over 
and got the pizza and managed a sheepish 
apology, to which the pizza guy respond- 
ed, ‘Fuckin’ idiot,” and drove off in a huff. 

A new wrinkle had been added to his 
problem: now that he had gotten the pizza, 
how was he going to get it back in the 
house? He couldn’t really walk through 
the sinkhole or climb back in the window 
with a pizza in his hand, and he couldn’t 
throw the pizza through the open window 
because he had done that once before and 
all it did was make a big mess, so he decid- 
ed to just sit down on the edge of the sink- 
hole and eat it outside. 

As he ate his hard-won pizza, he thought 
about the situation. This won’t be so bad. 
Whoever stole my couch will definitely 
think twice about coming back for the 
cushions, he thought. 

He wouldn’t be able to leave the house 
very easily, so when people called to 
invite him to social engagements, he 
would have to politely decline, saying, 
“There’s a naturally occurring geological 
depression in my front yard, so unfortu- 
nately I won’t be able to make it to your 
dinner party.” This made him laugh, even 
though he never got invited to social 
engagements anyway. 


He finished the pizza and tossed the box 
into the sinkhole, thinking that, if the dic- 
tionary had been right all along and it was, 
in fact, a hollow into which surface water 
flows to join an underground drainage sys- 
tem, the box would just drift away at some 
point, and he set about trying to get back 
into his house. The window he came out of 
was a no-go; there was nothing more 
pathetic or hilarious than a grown man in a 
bathrobe struggling to jump up and climb 
through a window. The back door was 
locked and possibly still guarded by a 
monster, so that wouldn’t work, either. He 
decided to try and edge himself along the 
remnants of his porch, thinking that if he 
fell in, at least passersby wouldn’t be able 
to see him flailing among the rubble. By 
walking on the tips of his toes and facing 
the wall so that the undigested pizza in his 
stomach wouldn’t throw off his balance, 
he was able to make it inside. 

After he caught his breath, he figured it 
was probably time to start looking for that 
elusive geologist. The phone book had 
been no help at all, so he dialed zero and 
waited for the operator to pick up. To his 
relief, the operator sounded much friend- 
lier than the guy at the pizza place. “How 
can I direct your call?” 

“T’m looking for a geologist, or some- 
one like a geologist who could help me 
with this sinkhole in my front yard.” 

“A what?” 

“A sinkhole. A naturally-occurring geo- 
logical depressions caused by slight tec- 
tonic shifts in which pockets of air beneath 
the surface are ruptured and the ground 
above them collapses.” 

What was so hard about this? 


—Josh 
io 
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“My favorite 
panel is when he 
complains that he 
got cockblocked 
by a dog.” 


Living Vicariougly Threugh Your Wiener D@g 


Well race fans, what four-legged creature is 
California’s favorite to watch? If you said 
horses, you are wrong. It’s those lovable 
canine companions the dachshund (or wiener 
dog). That’s right. Once a year, the masses 
congregate at Los Alamitos racetrack for the 
Wienerschnitzel Wiener Nationals. This has 
been going on for ten years and this was my 
first time going. Apparently, this is the race- 
track’s busiest day of the year. Judging by the 
size of the crowd and the lack of seating, they 
aren’t kidding. Every year around the end of 
June and start of July, they hold this event. 
This year it was Saturday July 9th and man 
was the place jumping. 

Here’s how it works: there are sixty-four 
dogs in the field, and eight trials of eight 
dogs, culminating in a championship race 
between the winning wieners from the eight 
trials to determine the winner. The winning 
wiener gets two thousand dollars and a dog- 
house that looks like a Wienerschnitzel 
restaurant. The dogs run, or wander, fifty 
yards, though it seems like less to a finish line 
and more to where one of two handlers stand 
encouraging their dog to win. I say two 
because the other person allowed on the track 
throws the dog into a chute and out a hole to 
start the race. The person at the finish line is 
also allowed to bring any item they feel that 
will increase the chances of their dog making 
it to the finish line first: an old shoe, squeak 
toy, or rubber balls. All races are wedged 
between horse races and all proceeds go to 
the Seal Beach Animal Care Center. Anyone 
can sign up and the spaces go fast. There is no 
wagering on the dogs, so I guess drinking 
would be the vice while watching them run, 
and the brew and food is cheap. The dogs can 
only run in three years worth of races per the 
rules. And one was on its third year—so he’ ll 
have to retire from racing. 

Let me introduce some of the dogs racing 
this year. In the first race, my favorite was 
“Wild Boy Rocket Roo.” They named him 
this because he likes to jump in the air like a 
kangaroo. I think this is a horizontal race not 
a vertical one. In the second trial, it’s Zac. 
Sometimes I wished they would give me 
more information. In the fourth it is either 
Oscar Martzen or Regina von Rocket, I'll let 
you decide. The fifth: Dodger Dawg, take that 
Farmer John! Hell, there are even celebrities 
getting in on the races. Remember Leave It to 
Beaver? Well, the guy that played Eddie 
Haskell (Ken Osmond) owns Indiana Jones. I 
don’t get the name but maybe when you’re a 
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television star, you hope for movies, and if 
that means living vicariously through your 
wiener dog, so be it. 

So we’re sitting sipping on our two dollar 
beers, picking our favorite wieners to win, 
and betting two dollars a pop on the ponies 
when all the sudden we start meeting people 
at this event that we really wouldn’t expect to 
see here. Maybe they didn’t expect to see me 
there either, but then again I’m a self-pro- 
claimed lover of dogs. Anyone who has been 
to my house knows how ill behaved my three 
are. Maybe it’s the lure of the hounds, the 
hope of making a bundle on the ponies, or the 
cheap booze, but once a year the crowds 
descend on Los Alimitos. 

I bet you’ ve been dying to know which dog 
won. Well, in her third and final chance, 
Heide Roo made it to the finish line before all 
the others to claim two thousand dollars, the 
Weinerschnitzel restaurant styled doghouse, 
and her name in the Weiner Nationals hall of 
fame. Maybe, like horses, she can now retire, 
lay around the backyard, and foster a champi- 
on line of pups that will be sold for thousands 
of dollars each in the hopes that there will be 
a continuation of the lineage of champion 
wiener dogs. 

So did I have fun at this event? I sure did. I 
caught a free T-shirt, drank some cheap beers, 
had some even cheaper hot dogs, had my pic- 
ture taken with the guy in the Wienerschnitzel 
hot dog costume, saw some friends, and 
learned a whole lot of needless information 
about the wiener dog. It’s all in the program 
they give as you enter the track. It’s kind of 
the road map one needs to get around the 
track, place bets, learn the history of the 
breed, and find out where all the proceeds of 
the night are distributed. Next year I hope we 
can get a bigger group to go. Heck, there’s 
even a girl at work who’s trying to get her dog 
in the race. We can be-team whatever the 
dog’s name is and parade around in T-shirts 
with the dogs picture on them. Come on, I 
saw other people do it, and I want in. So next 
year around May, I'll be looking for people to 
go with me to the eleventh annual running of 
the wiener dogs, and we’ll make sure to fill 
Los Alamitos race track to capacity. 


A SAFETY LESSON WITH 
NATURAL GAS JG 

$1.50 US. 

By Christoph Meyer 

I pulled Natural Gas Joe’s finger and I'll be 
damned, I actually smelled natural gas. If 


ever a comic was used as an educational tool, 
this is the one. The clever trick is asking the 
local gas company for a few hundred—or 
thousand—flyers that have a scratch and sniff 
gas flame drawn on it. It’s one thing to have 
it as a door flyer; it’s clever as all hell to put 
it in a mini comic. The chances are much 
higher that one will remember the smell from 
a comic rather than the flyer that gets thrown 
out with the junk mail. What kid, or adult for 
that matter, is going to pass up scratching and 
sniffing Natural Gas Joe’s fart bubble? The 
gist of the comic is that Natural Gas Joe is 
explaining the ground rules for what natural 
gas is and how it gets its odor to Jim and 
Sally. At the end, we get a great wrap up on 
how this comic came to be and what to do if 
one smells Natural Gas Joe. This comic is 
absolutely wonderful in its delivery of a seri- 
ous subject. In fact, the local gas company 
should purchase a couple copies of this book 
and pass them out at local schools. Joe is a 
charming read that will appeal to kids of all 
ages, especially those of you out there who 
get excited when the Pillsbury Dough Boy 
passes wind. If you’ve got kids, get a copy of 
this story. You’ll both get something out of it. 
(Christoph Meyer, PO Box 106, Danville, 
OH 43014) 


BVILLE BIG ROCK SHOW 

$ 22? 

By Luke Palermo 

If Picasso were into punk, this would be how 
he would describe going to a gig. The main 
characters are Evil Nacho and Bad Burrito: 
two punks void of eyes or arms and possibly 
legs. The two head out for a night of tunes at 
the Broken Eardrum. The rest is just like any 
punk show, except for the other characters 
found at the show. This comic is a quick read, 
but for some strange reason, the medium is 
enticing, so find a copy of Eville and enjoy 
the visual stimulation. Also, the writer sug- 
gests that one cranks up music while reading 
so that one can get the full effect. (New York 
Waste Publishing Corp., PO Box 20005, W. 
Village Station, NY, NY 10014, 
www.newyorkwaste.com) 


i RBALLY STEPPED 

IN UY VELS WM 

$3.00 U.S. 

By Brian Dubin 

I thought I was going to step in it when I 
first glanced through this one. You see, I’m 
always cautious about the personal expe- 





rience panel comic. It all depends on the 
mental and physical state the writer is or 
was in when writing it. So many that I 
receive are about someone who has been 
dumped or has a hangover from some 
substance that has made them see more 
than little pink pachyderms. Now, in 
Brian Dubin’s case, you can read about a 
guy you want to hang out with. He goes 
to shows, hangs out ‘til all hours talking 
about stuff, and, well, has a peeing prob- 
lem. Of course, most of his late night 
stints are talking to women. There are 
times you wonder if more is going on at 
three in the morning. I would like to 
know about the Ottobar, since it is men- 
tioned twice. Is it a play on words or is it 
actually Otto’s bar? Hey, I can go off on 
a wild goose chase if I want. My favorite 
panel is when he complains that he got 
cockblocked by a dog. Yeah Brian, live 
with it. I’ve got three of the furry critters. 
All in all, this one’s good reading and, 
who knows, someday one of those late 
night sessions may turn into something. 
(Brian Dubin, 3019 St. Paul St. Apt. 2f, 
Baltimore, MD 21218, 
abracadaverr @ yahoo.com) 


Gary's brother and nephew, Matthew and Ryan, a big wiener, and Gary. 


AMERICAN ISM #2 

$10.00 U.S. 

By Joe Denny 

This Joe Denny is one sick bastard. Here’s the 
problem: no matter how well this comic is 
drawn, I can’t get over the abuse of humor. 
I’m not really a churchgoing man, but the 
main character is a minister who believes, “If 
it moves, fuck it.” For that matter, everyone 
in this comic is having sex with multiple part- 
ners. How this family is together makes per- 
fect sense: they all have the same morals. The 
boy is an idiot who masturbates. That is, 
when he’s not doing his sister. The daughter is 
doing everybody and throwing fetuses in 
trash dumpsters faster than Randy Johnson 
can get the pitch in the catcher’s glove. To say 
this family is dysfunctional is mild. This 
comic may be funny to some guy in metro 
state hospital, who can’t use his arms to turn 
the pages, but otherwise this doesn’t even 
count as potty humor. In a time of religious 
strife, for a comic to come to press with the 
shit that is contained in this book is nothing 
short of amazing. When you have your main 
character planning to topple God, you’ re real- 
ly stepping on quite a few feet. I really don’t 
know who would pay ten dollars, let alone 


one dollar, for this crap. There is no real story 
here, and the repetition of family members 
having sex with each other is absolutely gru- 
eling on my eyes. Sure, there’s freedom of the 
press, but come on; these are ideas that are 
just criminal. I must say that if the idea of 
America is this book, this author needs to 
move. (Pipe Dream Comics, PO Box 432, 
Sag Harbor, NY 11963, 
americanjism @ yahoo.com) 


A.D.D. COMICS #4 

$3.00 U.S. 

By Charette 

At first I thought this was going to be good 
but it just fizzled out with the mockery of the 
Michael Jackson trial. This comic, too, dealt 
with religion and I was really worried that I 
was going to be a hypocrite, but I’m finding 
that this was written as a mockery of pre- 
existing events rather than emanating from a 
sicko’s mind. This book almost had me, but 
the few good lines get muddled in long-wind- 
ed areas. I’ll give it a chance since it is the 
first issue and hope that the insight overruns 
the dull parts. (A.D.D. Comics, PO Box 9833, 
Fallriver, MA 02720, 

www.darksideink.com) & 






Ta ail 


mate, 


“Dale’s momma 
wanted a kid,” he 
says. He looks at 
Dale, then looks at 
me. ‘All I wanted 


was a blow job.” 


THAT RODNED SMILE 


Dale wrote, “Chris Dunbar loves trans- 
vestit music,” in big red letters on a scrap 
sheet of plywood. That scrap sheet has been 
leaning against a tree for the past two weeks. 
He used a carpenter’s crayon to write it, so 
the letters don’t fade at all. As the plywood 
gets more weathered, my love of transvestit 
music glows brighter on the wood. What 
Dale meant to write was that I love transves- 
tite music. I don’t know whether or not he 
left the “e” out on purpose to point out that 
the word transvestite has a “tit” in it. It did- 
n’t bother me for the past two weeks, but 
today it’s been bugging the shit out of me. 
The sign, not the missing “e.” 

Boon yells out to me, “Hey, Chris.” 

I know what he’s gonna say, but I answer 
him anyway. I say, “What?” 

“Just checking assholes,” Boon says. He 
cracks up. 

I laugh, even though I don’t really want 
to. Boon tells this joke four or five times a 
day. Every day. I play along because he’s 
my boss. Plus, one time I tried to get smart. 
When he said, “Just checking assholes,” I 
told him to check below his upper lip. Boon 
didn’t like that at all. He threatened to kick 
my ass. Even though Boon’s in his early six- 
ties, I’m no match for him. Besides, I need 
to know that I’m the straight man on this job 
site. When I get to be boss, I'll tell the jokes. 

Boon’s the last of my worries today, 
though, because today I’m doing the most 
monotonous work possible. I’m nailing in 
hurricane clips. This is how you do it: climb 
a ladder, line up the hurricane clip between 
the top of a wall and the bottom of a truss, 
drive four nails through the holes and into 
the wall, drive four nails through the holes 
and into the truss, climb down the ladder, 
move it over two feet, repeat eighty or nine- 
ty times. It’s not hard work. Just boring. 
And the real problem is that, when work is 
this mindless, my mind tends to get stuck on 
a few thoughts. Today, I’m stuck on that 
sheet of plywood in the back of the job site 
and I’m stuck thinking about my date last 
night with Sabrina Bracco. I want to talk to 
the guys about Sabrina—just so I can talk to 
someone about it—but these are the guys 
who still make fun of me for loving trans- 
vestit music, so what chance do I have? 


Okay, so first, let’s deal with the sign. 
About two weeks ago, I was up on the 
garage roof, nailing the plywood to the 
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trusses. It was another monotonous job. I’d 
just walk up the roof in a straight line, push 
the nail gun down every eight inches or so, 
pull the trigger, shoot the nail, and repeat. 
Two or three thousand times. Dale and Dave 
were framing out a valley. They had a radio 
up on the roof with them. The song “Lola” 
by the Kinks came on. I, for the record, 
don’t like that song. But I was up on the 
roof with nothing to do except shoot nails 
every eight inches, so I started singing 
along. Not really on purpose. Dave heard 
me singing and said, “Check it out, Dale. 
Chris is singing a transvestite song.” 

Dale said, “Chris loves this song.” 

“What the fuck are you guys talking 
about?” I said. “This song is shit.” 

“Then why are you singing along to it?” 
Dave asked. 

“Yeah, why are you singing along to it?” 
Dale asked. 

Dale and Dave are brothers. They’re not 
twins, but they might as well be. They’re 
almost identical except for the fact that 
Dave is a recovering drug addict who’s 
always trying to turn me on to Jesus, and 
Dale is an active drug addict who’s always 
trying to get Dave to hang out with him. 
Dave is also a year older. They’re both 
lousy carpenters. Boon would probably fire 
them if he wasn’t their dad. 

There was no point in arguing with Dale 
and Dave. I didn’t even try. I just said, 
“Fuck you guys,” and went back to nailing 
off the roof. 

A few minutes later, Dale called some 
measurements down to Boon. Boon cut the 
plywood and handed it up to Dave. Dave 
handed it to Dale. Dale tried to fit the ply- 
wood into the valley, realized he had called 
down the wrong measurements, and called 
down the right ones. While Boon was cut- 
ting a new sheet, Dale took out his red cray- 
on and wrote the line about the transvestits. 

So that was that. 


As for Sabrina Bracco, that was a way 
tougher situation. 

In my mind’s eye, I kept seeing Sabrina 
instead of the hurricane clips I was sup- 
posed to be looking at. Because there’s this 
thing that Sabrina does when she gets 
relaxed, when she starts feeling comfortable 
around me, when we’re getting close and 
maybe starting to make out and something 
makes her laugh. She has this smile where 


the left side of her mouth goes higher than 
the right and her lower lip goes down just 
far enough to see the top of her bottom teeth 
and her eyebrows raise just a little. It should 
be a beautiful smile. She smiles it when she 
wants a beautiful smile. And there’s nothing 
wrong with it per se. But whenever she 
smiles like that, it turns me off. I don’t like 
it. I couldn’t put my finger on why I didn’t 
like it for the longest time, so I just tried to 
ignore it and kept hanging out with Sabrina. 
Only, last night, I figured out why that smile 
bugs me so much. It’s because, when she 
smiles like that, she looks just like her 
brother, Rodney Bracco. 

I realized that last night. I realized it 
when Sabrina and I were in the middle of 
making out. We were on her parents’ front 
porch and we were making out and she 
smiled and I thought, holy shit, she looks 
just like Rodney Bracco. Which makes 
sense. They are brother and sister. But still, 
I thought, when she looks like that it’s 
almost like I’m making out with Rodney. 
And that just ruins everything. 

Now, I don’t know what to do. I like 
Sabrina. She’s fun to hang out with. She lis- 
tens to good music. She has her own car and 
drives me around. She’s super pretty most 
of the time. I’m lucky that she’Il even go out 
with a guy like me at all. But I just can’t get 
over it when she smiles that Rodney smile. 

That’s why I want to talk to someone on 
the crew. I can’t tell my friends about my 
problem. They all know Rodney. We’re all 
friends. Word will get back to him. It'll be 
too weird. I mean, it’s already too weird. I 
don’t want it to get weirder. 


Dale, Dave, Boon, and J are sitting under 
a tree in the back yard. Lunch is over. Dale 
rolls a cigarette. He rolls his own because he 
crumbles weed into the tobacco and this 
way he can smoke pot during the middle of 
the workday. He thinks no one knows. 
Everyone knows. Dave says, “I heard 
Tammy Lange is out of jail.” 

“Oh yeah,” Dale says. He lights up his 
cigarette. “She’s looking good, too.” Dale 
looks at me and explains that Tammy’s a 
crack addict and a hooker. Dale and Dave 
went to high school with her twenty years 
ago. Dale says, “She looks good now. All 
that prison food puts the weight back on her. 
You gotta go fuck her now, before she gets 
skinny and cracked out.” Dale looks me in 


the eye and points at me with two fingers. 
His joint cigarette is between those two fin- 
gers. This is how I know he’s serious. This is 
the wealth of advice I get from these guys. 

In case you don’t know, I’m fifteen 
years old. 

Boon shakes his head. He’s got that winc- 
ing look on his face. He always gets this 
look when you can tell he’s thinking, I can’t 
believe these kids are mine. “Dale’s 
momma wanted a kid,” he says. He looks at 
Dale, then looks at me. “‘All I wanted was a 
blow job.” 

Boon stands up and hooks his tool belt 
back on. I take this as my cue to get up and 
go back to work, too. Dale and Dave stay 
under the tree. They like to take forty-five 
minute lunches because it’s not like their 
dad is gonna fire them. Boon asks me to 
come upstairs with him. He’s got a couple of 
walls built and lying on the floor. He needs 
help lifting them. Dale and Dave really 
should help us stand these walls, but there’s 
no point in asking them. They just pretend to 
lift, anyway. And Boon’s stronger than his 
two sons put together. 

Boon and I stand a couple of walls. We 
nail them into the floor and level them and 
brace them. There are plates for two more 
exterior walls up there. I frame one and 
Boon frames the other. He takes his time 
with me. He explains how he knows where 
to put marks on the plates, how to frame 
out windows, why we sheet the walls 
before we stand them, all of that. He scolds 
me if I don’t hold my hammer all the way 
at the bottom of the handle when I swing 
it. “Don’t choke up, son,” he says. “This 
ain’t baseball.” 

I love it when I get to work with Boon. I 
feel like I’m learning something. I feel useful. 

I want to talk to Boon about Sabrina 
Bracco. He’s the only guy around with any 
sense. He’s the wise man in my life. I think 
about talking to him. I even imagine what I 
would say to him and what he would say to 
me. I run the whole conversation through 
my head. Boon would ask me how good of 
friends I am with Rodney. I’d tell him that 
we’re not really friends at all. That Rodney 
used to beat me up in junior high. That he’d 
gotten bigger and faster than me. That he 
was four or five inches taller than me and 
forty pounds heavier and he used to sit on 
me. Boon would ask me if I’ve ever gone 
back and kicked Rodney’s ass for that. I’'d 
tell him, no. Rodney is still too big. I’m still 
too small. Boon would say, “Then fuck his 
sister, son. It’s better than kicking his ass. 
More fun, too.” 

I don’t think Sabrina is ready to let me 
have sex with her. We’ve only been going 
out for about a month. She’s older than me. 
A senior. She might give it up if I stick it out 
with her. Of course she will. But I'll have to 
work my way through a whole lot of Rodney 
smiles before that happens. And I just don’t 
know if I’m willing to do that. 

I wouldn’t tell Boon any of this. Not even 
in our imaginary conversation. I try never to 
talk about sex with Boon or Dale or Dave, 
because I’ve never had sex and I’d just sound 
like a dumb kid if I opened my mouth. 
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So, anyway, I talk the whole thing out with 
Boon in my head. I don’t open my mouth and 
Boon hammers away on his wall behind me. 
We don’t chat at all. We frame the walls and 
stand them and nail them into the floor and 
level them. When we’re done, Boon sends 
me down to finish the hurricane clipping. 


I get downstairs and Dale and Dave have 
their boom box out and they’ re listening to a 
Poison tape. Poison, a band that not only 
sucks, but they dress up like women. Maybe 
they’re not transvestites, but they have to be 
at least transvestits. Dale and Dave are 
singing along. Barely working. Banging 
their heads. 

I can’t escape it, so I go over to my back- 
pack and pull my walkman out. Sabrina made 


Aide 


illustration by Brad Beshaw 
a mix tape for me. It’s all funny songs like 
“Bitchin’ Camaro” by the Dead Milkmen and 
“Martha Quinn” by Mojo Nixon and “MTV 
Get Off the Air” by the Dead Kennedys. It’s 
way better than Poison. In fact, listening to 
the mix tape makes me forget how boring it is 
to nail in hurricane clips. 

I listen to the tape and hammer away and 
think how cool it is that Sabrina made me 
this tape. Because that’s the cool thing about 
her: she’s funny. She makes me laugh. We 
have a good time together. 

And then she smiles and I realize we’re 


doomed. 


—Sean Carswell 
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[FYI: Before the interview actually begins 
Nardwuar is attempting to “check” his mike] 


Nardwuar: Who are you? 

David Cross: Chk Chk Chk (!!!). 
Nardwuar: Who are you? 

David: The lead singer of Chk Chk Chk. 
Nardwuar: Who are you? 

David: I’m from the Czech Republic. 
Nardwuar: You are David... 

David: Cross. Man. 

Nardwuar: David Cross, are you really 
David Cross? 

David: Crossman. 

Nardwuar: Are you really David Crossman? 
David: Yes, I am. I can prove it. 

Nardwuar: I’m glad you said David 
Crossman, because isn’t there a guy, David 
Cross, who was in the band King Crimson, 
a violinist? 

David: Yeah, not only violinist, he played the 
viola and the piccolo and the theremin. 
Nardwuar: Multi-talented. 

David: Ah, not really, he wasn’t very good at 
any of ‘em. So he was multi, but the talent 
part, not so much. 

Nardwuar: What’s interesting about you, 
David Cross, is... 

David: That is true. 
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Nardwuar: There is King Crimson, but 
there’s also Hee-Haw. What is David Cross’ 
connection to Hee-Haw? 

David: I have no idea. 

Nardwuar: There’s also Hee-Haw. And I will 
say your connection to Hee-Haw is from one 
of your managers in the past, Bernie Brillstein. 
David: Oh, yeah! Very good. Man, you do 
some thorough, in-depth, unnecessary research. 
Nardwuar: Can you tell me about your con- 
nection to Hee-Haw and The Muppets? 
David: Yeah, well, it’s very tenuous. I mean, I 
know the guy, I’ve been in the same room with 
the guy who, I don’t know what he did with 
Hee-Haw, but I know he was a producer of 
The Muppets. But I don’t know what he did 
with Hee-Haw. Did he produce that? 
Nardwuar: Yes. It was his idea. 

David: Oh, really? 

Nardwuar: It was your manager, Bernie 
Brillstein. Was he your manager at one time? 
David: He was not my manager, he was Bob 
Odenkirk’s, who was an often partner of mine, 
lover, whatever. And he was his manager, so 
invariably my manager, his manager, and Bob 
and I would go on picnics and then we’d dis- 
cuss things. 

Nardwuar: Hee-Haw plus King Crimson 
equals... 


David: Brillstein. 

Nardwuar: Equals David Cross! 

David: Oh, okay, equals David Cross. 
Yeah, that’s it. I spaced that one. That was a 
no-brainer. 

Nardwuar: David, how did you get in trouble 
with a banana in Celebrity Poker? 

David: Well, I don’t know if I really got in 
trouble. I had a banana in Celebrity Poker. I 
got a banana and then I started playing well 
and then I said it was my good luck banana. 
Then they brought out a platter of bananas and 
then I took three, my three favorite bananas 
and I whipped them at a producer’s head and 
they were soft. They were obviously stale, you 
could see the bruised spots on ‘em, and instead 
of just sorta bouncing off, it splattered, it 
scratched the guy’s cornea and he ended up 
going to the hospital. This is in Las Vegas, 
Nevada and he ended up going to the hospital. 
And I refused to pay the medical bill. Am I 
boring you? 

Nardwuar: No, no. I was just moving over. 
David: Why? 

Nardwuar: I felt a bit awkward, like we’re 
standing here on grass and it felt like the earth 
was tilting as you were telling that story. 
David: Well, it was, but not so that you’d 
notice it, unless you’re special. 


Nardwuar: Well, I’m basically like the 
“human serviette,” Nardwuar the Human 
Serviette and the “human mic stand” as well. 
David: You know, I first heard of you back in 
“92 or ‘93 when I moved to Los Angeles from 
Boston. Were you doing stuff back then? 
Nardwuar: Yes. 

David: There was a tape of you that I proba- 
bly still have, a VHS tape, shows you how old 
it is, that a friend of mine who was a writer 
who I met on the Ben Stiller Show—which is 
why I moved down to Los Angeles from 
Boston—showed me. Gave me. 

Nardwuar: Thank you very much for taking 
the time to remember that and speaking to me 
here today, David... 

David: Crossman. 

Nardwuar: David Crossman. Back to the 
celebrity poker, though. What is a celebrity? 
David: [David imitates Nardwuar’s voice] 
“Let’s go back to the celebrity poker to find 
out what is a celebrity.” A celebrity is some- 
body who is celebrated for their fabulousness. 
Sometimes they’re appealing, they’re attrac- 
tive. Sometimes they exude the persona that 
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they would have sex with you even if they 
wouldn’t. But still they exude it and they 
make themselves, offer themselves, to the 
public. Then sometimes a celebrity is some- 
one who delights us and tickles our fancy. 
Nardwuar: Were any celebrities mad that 
you were classified as a celebrity? Because 
to me, David Cross, you’re a huge celebrity, 
but to other celebrities, they may not see you 
as a celebrity. 

David: Well, yeah, you’ ve just kind of exem- 
plified what the problem is. I think— this is 
not by any stretch a knock at you because it 
incorporates both of us in this—if you were to 
go there and go, “I’m Nardwuar. I think he’s a 
huge celebrity,” and they would look at you 
and it would make their disdain and upsetness 
triple-fold. You know what I mean? There 
were some people who not only didn’t con- 
sider me a celebrity, but didn’t know who I 
was, and I think a number of those people 
were in the audience, at least. 

Nardwuar: David, you’re a kind individual. 
You posed for PETA. 

David: It’s true. It sounds like you’re asking 
a question that I’m supposed to respond to. 
But you’re just making a statement. 
Nardwuar: Well actually, I was leading on, 
David Cross. You posed for PETA. But you 
didn’t just pose for PETA any little way. 
David: No, no, no. I “naked-ed” it up. 


Nardwuar: That’s what I was hoping you 
would say. 

David: Okay, well, I did! 

Nardwuar: Thank you very much! You were 
totally naked and you were wrapped in tape. 
David: No, I wasn’t wrapped in tape. What 
are you talking about? 

Nardwuar: There was some tape over your 
private parts. 

David: Oh, you couldn’t even see that. What 
are you talking about? There were a bunch of 
people there and I didn’t want my cock hang- 
ing out. So I had a little whatever you call it, I 
got one of those dance belt things and I cut a 
patch out, which is what I do all the time when 
I do nude scenes. I did double stick-it, which 
hurts eventually when you’re taking it off. It 
makes for a much more naked-looking person. 
Nardwuar: Which is exactly what I wanted to 
ask about because I understand you took the 
tape and put it on eBay, or PETA put it on 
eBay. How much did that tape go for? 

David: Man, if that’s true, I’m disgusted and 
delighted at the same time. I can only guess it 
would have gone for about... ’'m huge in 


David: I use several sleep aids. I have AIDS 
so it helps. You weaken. Your T-Cell count is 
down to zero, so it makes you very weak. Just 
getting, stowing your thing above... your 
backpack, and just getting on and going 
through that line is exhausting, which is one of 
the good things about AIDS. You’re able to 
fall asleep very quickly. 

Nardwuar: How about the S&M mask? Did 
you get in trouble for wearing an S&M mask 
on an airplane? 

David: I didn’t get in trouble but... how did 
you know that? This was just recently. 
Literally, this was like a month ago. I was in 
Seattle doing a show with some friends and we 
passed by an adult bookstore. They had a 
bunch of different stuff and I was like, “Oh, 
they have S&M masks.” So I got the—not an 
S&M mask—but you know the Gimp in Pulp 
Fiction? He has that leather thing. So it’s just 
the whole mask with the zipper here. And it 
was completely black and I said, “Oh, I'll get 
this and put it on while I’m on the plane and if 
anyone gives me any shit Ill be like, ‘What? I 
thought it was a sleep mask.’” [laughs] So I 
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Saudi Arabia, so if a Saudi prince or a sheik 
bought it then, God, it could be upwards of a 
million bucks, which is like pennies to them. 
Nardwuar: What was on that tape? Was there 
pubic hair on the tape? 

David: Pubic hair, yeah. 

Nardwuar: How much was stuck there? At 
first when I thought you were posing for 
PETA you'd have all your skin removed. All 
your hair removed completely. 

David: Yeah, usually I wax up when I go to 
the Jersey Shore. You know, Ill wax up 
when I’m going with a bunch of guys and we 
do a bunch of Abercrombie & Fitch cata- 
logues. I'll shave and wax and get my nip- 
ples rouged. But this was in the wintertime 
when I did it so I was a little hairier. So this 
wasn’t just skin, it was a lot of hair. And as 
far as how much pubic hair was on the tape, 
I'd say about a kilo. 

Nardwuar: David Cross, do you travel on air- 
planes very much? 

David: Constantly. 

Nardwuar: How do you sleep when you’re 
on an airplane? 

David: [Bending head over] Usually, kind of 
like this. Or, depending on which section I’m 
on, like this. 

Nardwuar: Do you use any sleeping aids at 
all? I understand that one time you used an 
S&M mask to fall asleep with. 


did that but everyone started cracking up. 
Because I did it when nobody could see it 
and then let them see it. And by then the 
joke was over. I didn’t get in trouble. I’d 
hoped I’d get a “talking to” but it didn’t 
happen. But how’d you find that out? 
Nardwuar: It wasn’t on your DVD. 
David: You're right. It wasn’t on my DVD. 
Nardwuar: It wasn’t on your DVD but 
another sleeping incident was on your 
DVD, David Cross. 

David: Nardwuar, are you going to answer 
my question? How’d you find out about 
that? I’m just curious because it was so 
innocuous and barely anybody knew about 
it. I mean, obviously, my friends on the 
plane, but outside of that I maybe told a 
handful of people. 

Nardwuar: David Cross, there is an inter- 
national fan network following you every- 
where, taping your every move. 

David: [laughs] So you’re saying that 
somebody on the plane who saw it and then 
wrote about it? 

Nardwuar: Once you star in Arrested 
Development, once you’ve done Mr. Show, 
once you’ve seen Pansy Division play, 
you’re a marked man. 

David: Okay, I’ll agree with that. 
Nardwuar: You are David... 

David: Crossman. 


Nardwuar: David Crossman, on your most 
recent DVD you visited Vancouver. 

David: I did! I played Richard’s on Richards. 
Nardwuar: A.k.a.... 

David: Dicks on Dicks. 

Nardwuar: And you have a little dick story 
about that on the DVD when you went home 
with a Vancouver lady. 

David: No, I didn’t. 

Nardwuar: Yeah, you talk about apologiz- 
ing for sleeping with a Vancouver girl on 
the DVD. 

David: What? 

Nardwuar: Yes, there’s a girl that’s all over 
you on the DVD and there’s some allusion to 
her afterwards on the DVD, you’re talking 
about that. So I was just wondering, are you 
like Bon Jovi who named their album Slippery 
When Wet after the strippers in Vancouver? 
Are you down with the Vancouver ladies, 
David Cross? 

David: Wait a second. We’ve been having a 
lot of fun here, a lot of jokes, but I did not 
sleep with anybody from Vancouver. You’ve 
got to be mistaken. Or maybe you’re piecing 
two things together that weren’t... maybe 
chronologically they follow each other but 
they’re not... I swear to God I didn’t... 
Nardwuar: Okay, extrapolate, perhaps, what 
I might be alluding to if I’m not alluding to 
that exactly. There must be some half-truth to 
that because you haven’t completely shot this 
down, David Cross. 

David: You must be talking about when I was 
in the van and I was talking about a girl. That 
was a girl in Austin, Texas and that was from 
1999 or 2000, or something, that story. If I’m 
remembering correctly. I don’t remember. I’m 
telling you I didn’t. 

Nardwuar: Okay, that might have been it. 
Because I do remember it was in a van and 
I’m sorry, I might have misconstrued it. 
David: That has nothing to do with 
Vancouver. 

Nardwuar: Well, you were telling the story in 
Vancouver. 

David: That could be true. 

Nardwuar: Yes! So there is a Canadian con- 
nection there! 

David: [Laughs] There is a Canadian there... 
You did it! You found it! You’re like a scientist! 
Nardwuar: David Cross, you’re here in 
Vancouver, British Columbia, Canada. You’ ve 
traveled lots on airplanes wearing S&M 
masks. You also played Punk... 

David: ...abilly. 

Nardwuar: Punk Voter. And one of the gentle- 
men who opened up for you was Jello Biafra of 
the Dead Kennedys. What was it like having 
Jello Biafra of the Dead Kennedys open up and 
do spoken word for you, David Cross? 
David: Well, it wasn’t so much that he was 
opening up for me. We were all part of the 









same bill and he happened 
to go before me and introduced 
me. I was a huge fan of him when I 

was a kid. I actually went and saw him in 1984 
or ‘85, something like that. I saw him do spo- 
ken word at Brandeis University and it was 
really funny but it was the first time I got an 
inkling of how kind of long-winded and how 
kind of a blow-hard he might be. When he did 
that show—again, I’m a big fan and he was an 
important figure in my life—but he would not 
shut up. It was getting bad. They actually had 
to go out and tug him a couple of times. He 
would look and go, “Yeah! Hang on!” And he 
just kept on going. He’s not funny. He’s very 
dogmatic and strident and there’s no real levi- 
ty or connection, so it was a bit of a bummer. 
Nardwuar: How did the audience take to him? 
David: I think they were ready for him to get 
off. He deserves respect and got accorded 
respect until it was like, “Okay, we get it. 
Thanks. Let’s go. Let’s move on. There’s a lot 
more show.” 
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Nardwuar: So he just needed to trim the act a 
tiny bit? Did you see places where he could 
have trimmed it or was there no way to end the 
story? If you’re telling a story about 9/11 it’s 
pretty hard to cut it halfway through, right? 
David: It’s called editing. You edit within. 
You find out what is necessary, what’s not nec- 
essary. You find out what’s extraneous; get rid 
of the extraneous part. 

Nardwuar: David Cross, I interviewed 
Elijah Wood a few years ago about punkers 
in Hollywood. 

David: I’m not so sure about that. 
Nardwuar: I asked him, “Elijah, are there any 
punkers in Hollywood?” and he said, “Have 
you ever heard of David...” 

David: “Chrisman?” 

Nardwuar: David Crossman! And I said, 
“Yes, I have! From Mr. Show.” And he said, 
“You should interview David Cross.” Elijah 
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Wood told me I should interview David 
Cross. Have you met Elijah Wood and are you 
and Elijah Wood the only punkers in 
Hollywood? 

David: We have our own club. We actually 
have a tree house up in the hills and it’s just 
me and him and we are the only ones. The 
name of our club, our secret society, is 
PunkersinHollywood.com backslash. I actual- 
ly met Elijah here in Vancouver. I was here 
working on a movie that was never released. 
Actually, it was released in Sweden, for some 
reason. We became friends and that was, to 
date, the best experience I’ve ever had work- 
ing on any movie or show. It was really fun. I 
was up here for about three and a half months. 
Nardwuar: That was the movie Try-17? Was 
that the movie he was shooting up here? 
David: No, no. We were all shooting the same 
movie. When we were shooting it, it was 
called Shiny New Enemies. Then the name got 
changed to Chain of Fools because the pro- 
ducer owned the rights to the song “Chain of 
Fools.” [laughs] So he renamed it and then 
didn’t release the movie. It was fun. It was 
great. It was me and Elijah, Steve Zahn, Jeff 
Goldblum, Lara Flynn Boyle, Selma Hayek, 
Tom Wilkinson. 
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Nardwuar: I just thought it was great, 
Elijah Wood, David Cross, punkers in 
Hollywood. And then I was reading a 
few other mags and I found out there 
are some other punkers in Hollywood, 
like Fred Armisen from Saturday 
Night Live. I never realized he was the 
drummer for Trenchmouth. 
David: Yeah, that’s true. But he’s not 
part of our club. It’s just Elijah and 
me. If you want to get in the tree house 
we have to do certain things to you. 
We have to haze you and there’s a Hell 
Week you have to go through. 
Nobody’s willing to do it. 
Nardwuar: There’s nobody else? 
Come on! Fred Armisen should be 
allowed in there. You’ ve done comedy 
with him. Can’t he be in the punker 
tree house? 
David: Nope, nope, nope. 
Nardwuar: David Cross, you have 
thrown out many allusions to 
punk rock and rock‘n’roll over 
your career. 
David: I’m not so sure 
about that. 
Nardwuar: On Mr. Show, 
you had a character called 
Dr. Shattuck. Was that not a 
reference to Kim Shattuck of 
the band the Muffs? 
David: Very good. Yeah, that was. 
In fact, everybody in that sketch, there 
was Dr. Ballance, who’s Laura Ballance from 
Superchunk, there was Kim Shattuck from the 
Muffs, and there was another female musician 
I can’t remember. 
Nardwuar: And you also had a skit called 
“Smoosh,” I think, all about Radiohead! 
David: No, no, no. It wasn’t Radiohead. That 
was Oasis. Sorry! 
Nardwuar: It was something about Oasis 
doing... 
David: In your face! [laughs] 
Nardwuar: I tried! 
David: No [laughs], it was based on Oasis. 
Nardwuar: An Oasis interview, right? 
David: Yeah. Well, an amalgamation of all of 
them. It was Bob’s idea. Bob Odenkirk has a 
secret schoolgirl crush on Oasis. He’s 
absolutely enamored with them. I mean, 
they’re a good band but he’s read all the pulp 
bios and stuff. I’m not making this up. He 
loves Oasis and loves their antics. He’s just 
tickled by them and he’s the one who came up 
with idea for that sketch. And it was really 
pretty much Oasis. 
Nardwuar: David Cross, you also did the 
Underground Tape Railroad. Was_ that 
inspired by Metallica Drummer, the leg- 
endary videotape? 
David: No, it was inspired by all those tapes 
that were floating around, that have been float- 











ing around, since the ‘80s. I had that Bud 
Dwyer tape in ‘84-85. 

Nardwuar: What was that? I’m not familiar 
with the Bud Dwyer tape. 

David: To the best of my knowledge, that was 
one of the first tapes that floated around on the 
underground, so to speak. He was a state treas- 
urer of Pennsylvania. He held a press confer- 
ence and during that conference—he had 
planned this—he pulled out a huge gun and 
shot his brains out. I got a copy of that tape 
and that was the first one I remember starting 
the slow trickle at first, and then the tons and 
tons of tapes floating around. [looking at 
Nardwuar’s camera] These kind of cameras 
became more ubiquitous and these micro- 
phones kind of faded away into the dustbin of 
history. Obviously, there was the Underground 
Railroad which the slaves would go through... 
Nardwuar: ...up to Canada. 

David: Up to Canada, where they would 
live free life. So we took the idea of under- 
ground tapes and called it the Underground 
Tape Railroad. 

Nardwuar: David Cross, you’ re from Atlanta, 
Georgia. There’s a wrestler based in Atlanta, 
Georgia called Abdullah the Butcher. Do you 
know Abdullah the Butcher at all? 

David: Yeah! He’s got a BBQ place right by 
the airport. I’m not kidding! That is a real 
thing! You think I’m joking? Yeah, you better 
not! He does have a BBQ place... 
Nardwuar: An all-beef BBQ place, right? 
David: There’s mostly pork, not beef. Some 
chicken. But in the South it tends to be mostly 
pork, unless you’re in Kentucky when it’s 
mutton or lamb. And then in Texas, that’s 
where the beef is. 

Nardwuar: And Jake “The Snake” Roberts 
is another wrestler. He’s from Atlanta too, 
isn’t he? 

David: Could be. 

Nardwuar: He’s from Stone Mountain, 
Georgia. What’s the deal on Stone Mountain 
Georgia? 

David: Have you been there? 

Nardwuar: It’s like the confederate Mount 
Rushmore, right? 

David: Yeah, that’s what they call it. It’s, I 
believe, the largest rock outcropping of a 
massive rock on this planet. It’s like the size 
of two Stanley Parks (park in Vancouver), 
even bigger than that. It’s this huge thing that 
some fucking asshole went and carved a 
thing of Robert E. Lee and some confederate 
soldiers. A lot of the Klan was based there up 
to about twenty years ago. There was a heavy 
Klan... obviously more so in the ‘50s and 
prior to that, but now it’s a suburban town. 
And they have a laser light show that makes 
it look like they’re galloping. It’s kinda cool 
but also silly. 

Nardwuar: It’s heard it’s like laser Zeppelin. 
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David: Yeah. It’s true. It looks like they ani- 
mate the horses as they ride to nothing. 
Nothing ever appears. Unless they start carv- 
ing a battle scene, it’s just the horses sort of 
moving to, I guess, defeat? 

Nardwuar: David Cross, you’re here in 
Vancouver, British Columbia, Canada, sup- 
posedly. However, you’re not at the location 
of one of your favorite movies ever, Cotton 
Candy. What can you tell the people about 
Cotton Candy? 

David: That was a movie about some group of 
earnest kids who want to enter a rock‘n’roll 
competition at the mall. To the best of my 
knowledge, it’s one of the first films 
that incorporates all the elements 

of pop culture that were kind of 

new then but now are just 
completely ubiquitous in our 

own consciousness that we 

don’t even think of them. 
Rock‘n’roll, tube tops, 

roller skates, garage bands, 

malls, and Clint Howard. 

Nardwuar: Directed by 

Ron Howard, right? 

David: Was it? I don’t know. Is 

that true? 

Nardwuar: I think it was the first TV 

thing that Ron Howard ever directed. 

David: No kidding. Thank God for the 
computer. 

Nardwuar: How else would Clint Howard 
get in it? 

David: Well, that’s true. Internet. Well, he was 
in Gentle Ben, though. Remember? 
Nardwuar: He was also in a couple of 
episodes of Star Trek. 

David: Oh yeah! He was the kid in Star Trek. 
Yeah, that’s right. That was a big deal. 
Nardwuar: David Cross, recently the New 
Yorker named you amongst one of the fifty 
most loathsome... 

David: It wasn’t the New Yorker. It was the 
New York Press. Quite a difference. [laughs] 
Nardwuar: The New York Press. What did 
they call you? One of the fifty most loathsome 
New Yorkers. 

David: Yes, one of the fifty most loathsome 
New Yorkers. Unfortunately, I slipped off the 
list for last year but that was the year before 
the last issue that came out. They didn’t like 
my standup. 

Nardwuar: I find that interesting. Number 
twenty-nine was Paris Hilton and number 
nineteen was you. 

David: Yeah, and I’m not sure Paris Hilton’s 
really a New Yorker. But, so be it. 
Nardwuar: Now that you’re doing all this 
Arrested Development and stuff, there’s prob- 
ably even more of a chance that you’ll run into 
Paris Hilton. And you talk about Paris Hilton. 
Have you run into her since you’ve said stuff 
about her on your CD? 





David: Yes, I have. I don’t think she knows 
who I am. Actually, I’ve seen her twice. Once 
two years ago at a Grammy party where I 
would bet my last dollar she was trippin’ on E 
because she was just so... she was dancing 
with some people and it wasn’t like a big huge 
club or anything, it was upstairs at a hotel. She 
was dancing around and I was standing there 
with two friends and we were talking. She sort 
of left the person she was standing with and 
came over and was like, “God! It’s a great 
party, right?” She didn’t know any of us and 
we were like, “Ugh, yeah.” And she goes, 
“God, I love this song!” and sort of went 
back. And that was weird. 
Nardwuar: Has she said any- 
thing to you? Does she 
have any idea that you 
talked about her? What 
did you say about Paris 
Hilton on your most 
recent CD? 
David: I said a bunch 
of stuff but I think... 
Nardwuar: The punch 
line. 
David: Well, I referred to 
her and Nicole Richie as two 
rich giggling cunts who have no 
respect for anyone but themselves, which I 
think is true. 
Nardwuar: Does she have any idea that this 
was actually said and is on a CD? Have you 
thought about apologizing to her when you see 
her even though she doesn’t know it’s on a CD? 
David: No, I would never apologize. 
Although, actually that’s a good way to say it. 
That’s a good way to bring it up if she doesn’t 
know about it. Just say, “Hey, listen. I’m real- 
ly sorry. I was drunk when I recorded it.” 
Nardwuar: That’s what I think Marilyn 
Manson did to Corey Feldman. He, like, 
slagged Corey Feldman and then he phoned 
up Corey Feldman after Manson’s book came 
out and said, “Hey, Corey, I said a few bad 
things about you.” 
David: Well, that’s decent of him. I don’t 
know that he deserves it but that’s still a 
decent thing to do, I think. It’s not that I loathe 
Paris Hilton as a person, I just loathe what she 
represents and the fact that our society allows 
her to get away with that kind of behavior, and 
celebrates it and rewards it. 
Nardwuar: David Cross, although I didn’t 
join the Internet Movie Database, I saw a mes- 
sage board for you. And one of the postings on 
there was possibly the worst thing that any 
comedian can have said to them. And you 
know what that is? 
David: Yeah, I’m not funny? 
Nardwuar: No. “Carrot Top is better.” 
David: Well then, it’s not such a bad thing. 
Like if that person thinks Carrot Top’s bet- 
ter—of course they’re being sarcastic, proba- 


bly—it’s their adorable way of saying they 
don’t think I’m very funny. Which is fine. 
Nardwuar: But if they think that Carrot Top 
is better, that means they think Carrot Top is at 
least good. So that means you’re not as good 
as Carrot Top, but maybe you are good. So it’s 
better than saying you’re not funny. 

David: That’s kind of a desperate logic, but 
Pll cling to it. 

Nardwuar: Have you been to Freaknik, in 
Atlanta? 

David: No, I want to go. I kinda want to go 
and see what that’s all about. 

Nardwuar: Can you explain a bit about 
Freaknik in Atlanta, David Cross? 

David: Freaknik is where the black college 
students, mostly up and down the eastern 
seaboard—predominately in the south, now 
it’s getting bigger and bigger—that’s their 
Spring break. They’ve done it in Virginia 
Beach, I believe, but it’s predominately in 
Atlanta, which has a large black population. 
But it’s funny because the white store owners 
really freak out, which is a good reason to call 
it Freaknik. Another application of the word 
“freak.” They get all scared and they actually 
shut down their businesses and board it up as 
if it’s a hurricane, as if this wave of black 
young humanity is as destructive as a hurri- 
cane or tsunami. ‘Cause there’s, like, fucking 
in the streets. 

Nardwuar: Well, thanks so much for your 
time, David Cross. Anything else you want to 
add to the people out there at all? 

David: I appreciate your fine country. I hope 
to buy some land and put a Wal-Mart, or 
something similar, on it. 

Nardwuar: David Cross, why should people 
care about David Cross? 

David: They shouldn’t. 

Nardwuar: And lastly, David Cross, is it true 
you once got poison ivy on your cock? 
David: [laughs] Wow. How did you—all 
right, when the camera’s off I’ll find out this 
stuff. Well, not so much my cock, but all over 
my back and my feet. I laid down and it was 
a hot Georgia night and my friend was scoop- 
ing on this girl and I had to walk around. This 
was back in high school, and I had to kill 
some time ‘cause I didn’t want to interrupt 
them, so I was just wandering around. I just 
had shorts on and my shirt was off. I laid 
down and kinda fell asleep in some poison 
ivy. It was all over me. 

Nardwuar: Well, thanks so much David 
Cross, keep on rocking in the free world and 
doot doola doot doo... 

David: [sings] Heeh-heh. 


To hear this interview visit 
http://www.nardwuar.com 
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So Unloved are living the life. Less than a year ago they _—_ Cece Cherie: guitar / Omega: Lead vocals, guitar 
packed up their belongings, said goodbye to San Antonio, Chris Awful: drums / Lowy Browntown: bass 
Texas, and moved into an apartment in Hollywood. Within 
a few months they had signed a record deal with SOS, —_ Jim: This interview requires cooperation. Cece, how old are you? 
which has just released their first CDEP. When I first saw —_ Cece: I’m fifteen. 
So Unloved at the Anarchy Library, | was sitting at the bar, —_ Jim: You are not. 
almost out of money, looking for an excuse to leave. They = Cece: [Giggles] 
seemed way too young-half the band are still in their Jim: So what’s so special about Texas? 
teens- and opened their set with a bluesy riff that bespoke § Omega: We fucking love Texas. Texas is the best place in the world. 
bad rock and roll. | thought to myself, if this song doesn't Lowy: They have a reason to celebrate everything. 
turn into a hardcore song in fifteen seconds, I'm out of — Cece: And we can out-drink and out-smoke everybody else in the whole 
here. And that's exactly what happened. The tempo ___ fucking nation. 
tripled, the guitars crunched, and the lyrics got very, very Omega and Cece: And the tacos are better. 
angry. Catchy riffs sweetly rendered and layered with Omega: Mexican food kicks ass. 
fast, ferocious hardcore; but when | say hardcore | mean —_ Lowy: We represent third coast. Do you know what that means? 
full on, throat screaming, goat slaughtering Tex- metal. All = Jim: Third coast? Educate me. 
of which is somewhat hard to fathom as | considered how Omega: Third coast is Texas. 
young and exceedingly cute these girls are. But what Lowy: The Gulf Coast. 
impressed me most was how easy they made it look and _Jim: Do they actually call it that? 
each show I saw was just as good as the first. They have, Omega: It’s a new thing we’re starting. 
in a word, "it" that ineffable, unquantifiable essence that Cece: Haven’t you ever heard of Padre? It’s where the mad parties are. 
makes success seem inevitable. Look out world, hardcore = Jim: No, the mad parties aren’t there. Maybe if you’re twenty-one, on 
isn't just for fat dudes anymore. steroids, addicted to MTV and stupid. 
Lowy: Cece’s only fifteen. Do you have to rub it in? 
Jim: Finish this sentence: L.A. is better than Texas because... 
Lowy: The weed is better here than in Texas. Other than that... 
Cece: Everyone here has been nice to us. Like, the other bands that we 
play with. Everyone has been real supporting. Or supportful. Is that how 
you say that? 
Lowy: Supportive! We get a lot of respect from people around here. 
Omega: Yeah, definitely a lot of respect. 
Cece: For our music. 
Lowy: Not our appearance. 
Omega: Or our reputations. 
Cece: Not like with people who we’ ve known our entire lives and have 
gone through everything with. They love you and they hate you. But here 
everyone just loves us. 
Jim: Of course they do. Unless they rehearse next to you and then they 
probably get pretty pissed off. 
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Cece: We don’t really have a rehearsal space. We don’t actually practice. 
Lowy: In Texas we could rehearse for free. So we fork out forty dollars 
at Sound Arena to rehearse. Our apartment complex has rehearsal rooms. 
Omega: We need to fork out $700 to start but it’s not in our budget right 
now. Maybe Razorcake can help us out with that. 

Jim: Razorcake can’t pay for a round of tequila. 

Omega: Can I have some more of your PBR? 

Jim: No. 

[Omega, who is of legal drinking age, drinks anyway. ] 

Jim: How is San Antonio different from Hollywood? 

Omega: At shows, everybody goes crazy in Texas. Here everybody 
stands away and goes “Holy shit!” when we’re done. 


GIVE A FUCK, 


Cece: Or they jump up and down; a lot of pogoing in Los Angeles. 
Lowy: But we haven’t really played a super punk rock show. We’ve 
played small club shows. 

Jim: I think what you got tonight is pretty typical of shows in California. 
It’s like people aren’t prepared. Or they’re old like me. What are some 
of the best bands coming out of Texas right now? 

Chris: World Burns to Death. Street punk band. I don’t think they’re 
signed. They’re from Austin. They used to come to San Antonio and 
play record shops and backyard parties. 

Lowy: They fucking rock. 

Cece: Heavy. 

Chris: The Diffs. 

Omega: Total 13. They are from San Antonio. It’s a girl who plays 
drums and I think she’s sixteen and her cousin sings and plays guitar and 
he’s fourteen. It’s old school punk rock from the heart. They’ re like total- 
ly awesome, man. They’re going to be something big some day. 

Chris: Los Carnales. 

Omega: Los Carnales out of Houston are amazing. 

Cece: I emphasize Commonwealth and the Easy Tones because it’s like 
ridiculously rad reggae that you can’t find in Texas. 

Jim: Okay, “ridiculously rad reggae” are three words that don’t belong 
in our conversation. So, Cece, I might have to stop talking to you. Is San 
Antonio a pitiful little stick? 

Everyone except Chris: No! 

Jim: It’s starting to sound like it. I think ’'m done with Texas. I think it’s 
time to move on. What metal bands influenced your sound? 

Lowy: L7. 


Cece: Pantera. 

Omega: Pantera, straight up. I used to listen to a little bit of 
Machinehead. A little bit of Fear Factory. 

Jim: Is that where you got the throat scream? 

Chris: Terri B. 

Omega: Terri B. She was in Manhole first. Second she was in Terra 
Satana. Third she was in My Ruin. I love her. 

[Chris starts to say something, I swing the mic in his direction.] 

Chris: Don’t stick that phallic thing in my face. 

Jim: Chris, you have so much to learn about L.A. 

Chris: I don’t sing. Get it away from me. 

Jim: So now you’re in Hollywood. What’s the biggest difference? 





Cece: The smell of Hollywood is horrible. The bums? Blah! I hate it. 
Omega: We’re never bored. There’s always something to do here. I’m 
never looking around at Lauren or Cece or Chris going, “We don’t have 
anything to do.” There’s always something to do. A show to go to. 
There’s always some trouble to start. Something to mess up. Some pros- 
titutes to look at. 

Jim: I’m not originally from L.A. either, so I’m curious: is there some- 
thing about Hollywood that is exactly the way you pictured it? 

Omega: I see stars walking down the street and I thought that’s kinda 
what it would be like, but at the same time I don’t always know who they 
are. They look so familiar and I’m like, “Who the hell are you?” Then 
later I'll say, “Lauren, I saw this guy.” And they’re like, “Oh that was that 
one dude from that one movie.” No big deal. 

Cece: I thought it was going to be more glamorous. 

Lowy: Yeah. 

Omega: Glamour. 

Jim: There’s no glamour in L.A. unless the light is shining on you. Then 
it’s your job to manufacture it. 

Cece: I was just surprised by how nice everyone is. Everybody seems 
like they want to help you out here and I didn’t think it was going to be 
like that. L.A. of all places. 

Jim: But that might be because you’re four feet tall and look like an elf. 
Cece: Ugh! I don’t want to talk to you anymore. 

Lowy: Fuck this interview. Let’s go home and smoke weed. 

[I stop to untangle some wires while Cece looks over my notes. ] 

Jim: I have some more interesting questions, just for you Cece. 

Chris: She stole the teacher’s grade sheet. 


Cece: I can’t even read his handwriting. 

Jim: You’ve been here how long? 

Cece: I’ve been here a year. The rest of them came in March. 

Jim: Why did you come earlier? 

Cece: Because I’m the one that fucking took charge and went to school 
for music business so that I could get everybody else’s ass out here 
because I knew if I didn’t do it we’d never get out here. 

Omega: Whoa! 
Chris: Tell us how 
you really feel. 
Cece: Well, look at us 
now. What the fuck? 
Lowy: All of his is 
owed to Cece’s hard 
work. Getting our 
name out before we 
got here. 

Jim: What’s been 
your worst experi- 
ence so far? 

Lowy: I was 
attacked at work. I 
work at Ripley’s 
Believe It or Not and 
a bum came in and 
attacked me. He 
threatened to stalk 
me and I told him I 
was going to call the 
cops and then he 
chased me with half a stop sign and then we had to call the cops anyway. 
Chris: Getting back from tour. That’s my worst experience. Coming 
back here. 

Jim: Chris is really homesick, isn’t he? 

Chris: Yeah. Quite. 

Jim: What are you guys doing about that? Chris is half the rhythm sec- 
tion. You need to keep him connected. 

Lowy: We were just home two weeks ago. 

Omega: My worst experience is cleaning up spit on Hollywood 
Boulevard. Gross! It was all slippery. And touching bums every day. 
One time this really old bum was all like, “Hey, I love you,” and he gave 
me a kiss on my cheek. It was disgusting and he smelled like puke and 
beer. He was dirty and I washed my hands afterwards. 

Lowy: You let him get close to you? 

Omega: He kissed me on my cheek! I couldn’t stop it. It was the worst 
experience ever. 

Cece: I slipped in puke at the Beverly Center once. In the garage. It 
was pink. 

Lowy: That was so gross. 

Jim: As a Texan, please tell us Angelenos how shallow we are. 

Lowy: The men in L.A.? The men in LA are so shallow. They are ridicu- 
lous. They walk around and they could be the ugliest guy, and they want 
the hottest girl. They want the girl with the fake titties. All of them. They 
want the nasty, fake face, the fake blonde hair, and the fake titties. It’s 
all anyone wants here and it’s fucking pathetic. 

Jim: But the drugs are better. 

Lowy: We just smoke medical chronic so it’s like ten times better and 
it’s a little bit cheaper too than the stress you get in San Antonio. 

Jim: What do you mean? 

Lowy: The stress weed, the dirt weed, the swag. You know, 
Mexican weed. 

Cece: Only a marijuana connoisseur would understand. 

Lowy: That’s what we are. Marijuana connoisseurs. 

Jim: All the good stuff comes from the northern part of the state. 





Cece: Or the pharmacies on Santa Monica Boulevard. 
Jim: What’s the best thing about being a teenager in a punk rock band? 
Lowy: So far, nothing because we can’t get into half the places that we 
play because we’re not twenty-one. We have to play and get out. They 
could just mark Xs on our hands like everywhere in Texas does. We 
still have a blast. Me and Cece, we don’t get to do anything great 
except sit outside. 
Jim: You have a famous relative, do you not? 
Cece: Yeah, my aunt T, 
Texas Terri. 
Jim: Do you have any rec- 
ollections of your aunt T 
from when you’ were 
young? 
Lowy: 
Easter? 
Cece: She’s awesome. She’s 
amazing at doing hair. She’s 
helped us so much. She 
spreads the word about us. 
She helps us out a lot. We’re 
like this. She’s family. 
Lowy: Texas Terri’s 
great. 
Jim: You’re a blood 
relation. So you 
have a relation- 
ship. You’re a 
family member. 
Lowy: She lived in 
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Austin and Cece was in 
San Antonio so they only saw 
each other at family gatherings up 
until we moved out here. Then she took 
care of her and showed her the ropes and shit. 
Cece: She takes me to shows. Introduces me to 
everyone that works there. She knows every single per- 
son at the show. She gets us backstage and introduces us to all the bands 
and then she tells them about So Unloved and how great we are and how 
proud she is. She’s amazing. 
Jim: What do you have to say about people who judge you based on 
your appearance? 
Cece: We’re used to it. We don’t care. 
Omega: The impression or feedback that I’ve been getting since we’ ve 
been out here is that people say, How does that girl get that voice out of 
her? How does she scream like that? She’s so nice and sweet, how do 
they go up there and rock it? Honestly, it’s in our blood. It’s what we do. 
We’re going to keep doing it for as long as we can. 
Jim: Let’s talk about the disparity between the way you look and the way 
you sound. 
Cece: What do you see right now? Are we snobby or something? 
Jim: Yes, you’ re so rich and pretentious. Kidding aside, you’re sound is 
so fierce it’s almost like you don’t identify with it. 
Lowy: We’re all feisty. 
Cece: It doesn’t matter what you look like. I could be wearing a fucking 
maid outfit and still be rocking out. I don’t give a fuck, man. 
Lowy: We just put our aggression in a positive place. We don’t express 
it by being bitches off-stage. We’re actually pretty happy people. We 
have a good outlook for the future. We definitely have a lot of aggression 
with the things in our country right now and the things that have hap- 
pened in our lives. All that is expressed through more positive 
ways so that maybe we can be one of those bands that effects 
kids the way we were affected; take music in a more positive 
direction by letting your anger out through it. 
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im not making.a living off of music, ’m not 
ying to make a living off of music, so the only 
real thing for me is to create something 
that is challenging and important, 
both to myself and hopefully to other people. 


DanYemin is at the helm of a formidable hardcore 
band. In and of itself, that’s nothing earth shatter- 
ing. But consider his pedigree. He was a forming 
member of Lifetime, a sensitive, conscientious 
band—one of the few that merged the fury and 
mercy of a band like Rites of Spring—and fused 
the ever-difficult worlds of emotion and guitar- 
driven music into the tricky beast of emocore. 
Lifetime were neither thuggish weightlifters in the 
name of punk nor guilty of the cry-in-your-socks 
wetness of emo. Lifetime disbanded after seven 
years. Dan and one of the best drummers punk 
has ever known, Dave Wagenschutz, wouldn’t call 
it quits. 

Then came Kid Dynamite, one of the best 
melodic hardcore bands ever to commit to vinyl. 
Dan played guitar. He didn’t wear shoes when he 
played. Dave drummed. Kid Dynamite was part 
Gorilla Biscuits, part Zero Boys, part “avoiding all 
the mistakes that 90% of the bands playing melod- 
ic hardcore pretty much failed at accomplishing,” 
and helped define a genre of music. Their mastery 
of it has still yet to be topped. Searing, yet 
anthemic. Anthemic, yet smart. Smart, but not 
obtuse. Kid Dynamite disbanded when Dan was 
working on his Ph.D. in psychology and the singer 
quit to pursue film studies. 

Then Dan got divorced. And Dan had a stroke. 
Instead of throwing in the chips, closing the shut- 
ters of his house to the music world, and working 
full time on the life of the mind, he realized what 
only true lifers can: music could save his life. It was 
time to make noise again, so Dan put out the feel- 
ers. Dan was politically pissed. He wanted to form 
a straight-ahead hardcore band, as raw and gritty 
as Bad Brains and Minor Threat. Therapy. 
Catharsis through screams. Dave was available 
once again. Paint It Black is the fastest, most 
adrenalized music the duo’s ever made. Both 
records, CVA and Paradise, are testament in and of 
themselves that Paint It Black’s making music 
that’s neck and neck with such contemporary ass- 
whoopers as Career Suicide, From Ashes Rise, and 
the Celebrity Murders. Smarten up your anger. 


Todd: Do you think that because you’ re becoming more assertive in your 
private life that that’s a direct reflection of your music being louder and 
faster? We’re talking over an expanse of time; Lifetime was pretty mel- 
low, Kid Dynamite ratchets it up, and Paint It Black is pretty much the 
hardest, fastest band you’ve been in. 

Dan: I hope there’s a connection. If there is a connection, then that means 
that maybe I am being more effectively assertive in my personal life. ’'d 
like to think I am, but I know that people aren’t necessarily the best at 
observing their own behavior. Just because I’m a shrink doesn’t exempt 
me from that human inconsistency. In general, I think sometimes it’s real- 
ly remarkable how different people’s own assessments of their behavior 
are from what the people around them say. But, I know my goal of self- 
improvement over the last five years has been all about being more 
assertive and to not swallow things that I need to say. I also know that it’s 
not a one-to-one connection. Being angry into a microphone is not the 
same as being able to be angry with another person that you’re close to 
one-on-one. It’s kind of this sanctified place for alienated white boys to be 
angry, like, “Oh, you can join a punk band.” That doesn’t necessarily mean 
that you deal with anger well in your personal life. I know there’s not a 
one-to-one connection. I try. I do my best and I think I’m better at it than 
I used to be, but it’s still really hard for me for me to feel like it’s okay to 
be angry with someone who I love, or even someone who I work with. 
Todd: Just in music, you’re kind of going the opposite way. As 
Superchunk went along, they got mellower, and I think that’s pretty much 
the trajectory that most bands take. What were some of the defining 
moments for going faster and harder and going into, basically, a hardcore 
band where your previous bands were flirting with it? 

Dan: To me, it exists on more than one level. It’s multi-determined. In 
one sense, it’s always been an effort to not do what I’ve done before. To 
challenge myself, is a simple way of saying that. It’s a loftier goal to no 
repeat things. I know I definitely have a sound and I resort to certain 
clichés in songwriting, but one of the great things about being in a band 
is that they can help you not always resort to the same clichés of song 
arrangement and song structure. I still write all the parts and everything, 
but the band is definitely like, “I think we’ve been down this road before. 
Why don’t we try a different kind of transition?” The point there is that I 
could write another first Kid Dynamite record probably pretty easily, but 
that would kinda be a copout for me. I’m not making a living off of 
music, I’m not trying to make a living off of music, so the only real thing 
for me is to create something that is challenging and important, both to 
myself and hopefully to other people. I can’t do that by doing the same 
thing over and over. 

Todd: And that’s an admirable thing, too. You don’t want to intentional- 
ly bum people out all the time, but there’s also a point where you’re like, 
“How do I make myself happy and not just paint myself further and fur- 
ther into a corner? How do people accept my creativity as an evolution, a 
series of different steps?” 
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Dan: There are always gonna be people who want you to do the same 
thing. I’m as guilty of that as any. I hate when bands change. I’m the king 
of buying the new record and then making a copy that leaves off all the 
songs that I don’t like and not taking an album as a complete work 
because I’m stubborn about letting my bands sounds different. ’m an 
asshole when it comes to music. But does that make it any easier for me 
to accept criticism and not take it personally? No. When someone talks 
about the new record and says, “The third song straight up sucks,” I’m 
like, “What?! What do you mean?! You obviously just don’t understand 
it. It went over your head, fucker! If you understood it, you wouldn’t hate 
it!” My favorite bands are like my pets and they should only do what I 
want them to do, but I have a hard time accepting that same criticism 
from other people. 

I think there are other reasons for getting angrier and faster. After 
Lifetime, I was really distressed. I loved that band for a lot of reasons, 
but I was distressed that after seven years, I was in this noteworthy punk 
band that didn’t address politics at all, that really just talked about rela- 
tionships gone wrong. Not that those things aren’t important parts of the 
human experience, but I felt that I, as a songwriter, had totally ignored 





political stuff even though it’s really important to me to honor the tradi- 
tion of punk rock as protest music, which is something that I’ve said a 
lot. It’s really important to me. That’s why I pushed for Kid Dynamite to 
be more topical, but, ultimately, it was somebody else’s lyrics. I think in 
order to talk about the things that I wanted to talk about in the way that 
I wanted to talk about them, it’s hard for me to see it as anything but fast, 
angry music. 

It’s hard for me to imagine a different vehicle for the politics I want to 
address, and then it’s funny because on the back end of that, on this 
record (Paradise), I needed to talk about a lot of personal and relation- 
ship stuff, which was opposite of the original goal. The original goal was 
that I finally got a platform for politics. The first record (CVA) I was still 
figuring out how to be a lyricist. There were a lot of good moments, and 
there were a lot of kinda so-so moments. On the second record, I got to 
a place where I could express my political concerns in a way that was as 
sophisticated as I wanted to, and then I had all this personal shit I had to 
air out. I almost felt... not hypocritical, because I had gotten to where I 
wanted to get with politics, but politics weren’t enough anymore. It 
would have been dishonest to write a whole record about politics 
because there was other shit I was torn up 
about besides the war and the election and the 
state of evil, crypto-imperialism and industri- 
al capitalism. All that shit wasn’t enough, so I 
finally figured out how to do it and then I had 
to go back to Lifetime and figure out how to 
write about relationships. It’s not 1996 any- 
more, so I had to do it in a way that wasn’t 
lame or a self-indulgent emo cliché. 

Todd: The song “Angel” reminds me of that: 
just how it’s personal and it’s affectionate, but 
it’s not fragile. 

Dan: Yeah, I think there’s a lot of woe-is-me 
boycore out there. There’s no way to not 
sound like a jaded old asshole: a lot of kids 
who think their broken heart is the most cata- 
clysmic thing that’s ever happened in the his- 
tory of humanity. That’s shitty, because when 
I was eighteen, my heart being broken was 
the biggest thing on the planet. I don’t want to 
devalue that experience, but at times, it’s hard 
for me to take it as seriously fifteen years 
later. “Angel” was even more complicated 
because that song’s also about sex. I don’t 
know how apparent that is. 

Todd: A little bit. 

Dan: I needed to write about this particular 
experience of really finding solace and 
redemption in physical intimacy. The short- 
hand is that this song is about fucking. 
Todd: Not to sound corny, but there seems to 
be a lot of heart and head involved in the inti- 
macy, not just genitalia bumping. 

Dan: Yeah, I think we... I want to say bifur- 
cate, but it sounds like I’ve got a thesaurus in 
my lap. At this point in history, I don’t know 
if it’s a human tendency or what, but we tend 
to create this wall between the heart and the 
mind, and I don’t know if that’s always the 
best thing. 

Todd: I think there’s definitely a compart- 
mentalizing of those. You can have an emo- 
tional response or you can have an intellectu- 
al response or you can have a very corporeal 


response, but they don’t seem to mix. You don’t want all three to happen 
at the same time because it gets confusing or you can’t explain it. 

Dan: I think I’m trying to learn how to have all those parts simultaneously 
without being confused or split. I think when we split ourselves in two, 
when we’re in trouble or when we need to share ourselves with some- 
body, we need to have access to all of our selves, not just the intellect. 
Todd: Dan, shifting gears again. We’re in weird time right now, because 
there’s completely discreet tiers in punk rock, where bands go directly to 
the Warped Tour. They never play a basement, they never really establish 
themselves as a band, but somehow, because of either sound or connec- 
tions, get onto these things and have no concept that the punk rock that 
you and I both know and love starts in basements, starts with actual 
scenes, people who set up shows, bands who share equipment. How do 
those steps become irrelevant to so many people? 


you can’t laugh at yourself and laugh at the people who are pointing fin- 
gers and then laugh at yourself for letting that shit get under your skin, 
you’re lost. Our live show is pretty amusing, depending on our mood. I 
think we’re welcoming and self-deprecating and self-mocking in a way 
that’s good. We can do it just in terms of how we behave on stage, but in 
terms of songwriting, I don’t know how to be funny and political at the 
same time. I’m not that clever. 

Todd: Going off of that, what’s your deal with concrete? Paradise has 
references to many things made of concrete: tombs, bunkers, pavement. 
You mention mixing concrete but not cocktails, and you say inside “I’m 
made of concrete.” 

Dan: I think that’s one of the themes that kind of ends up being perva- 
sive on the record. A lot of times as I look back, I realize that I... some 
people would say “recycle imagery,” and maybe I do recycle imagery, 
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Dan: I think you just have to dig a little deeper for it. The punk rock 
that you and I know is still there. It’s just in the shadow of these tow- 
ering giants of mainstream punk rock. The Warped Tour might be 
important for people whose career is making music, but it’s not a scene 
and it’s not culturally relevant to punk rock. I read an interview with 
this indie hip-hop group Dialect and they were asking them questions 
about mainstream hip-hop and they said, and this is in kind of a punk- 
oriented magazine, they said, “Asking us about Jay-Z is like us asking 
you what you think about Blink-182 and Good Charlotte.” It’s pop 
music with punk rock window dressing. I don’t want to point the fin- 
ger at the Warped Tour in and of itself, because I don’t think that’s the 
problem. The problem is more that basically all the “successful” indie 
labels, even the one we’re on, has—some would say had to and some 
would say chosen to—really mimic some of the worst aspects of the 
major label economy. Part of that has been in order to stay alive in a 
world where majors want to eat up more and more of the underground. 
It was believed that in order to compete with that that we had to take 
on some of their business practices. 

Todd: You’ ve touted Dillinger Four many times that when they have an 
important point to make, they will often resort to humor to get their point 
across. Have you ever thought of doing that? 

Dan: I’m not funny enough. That’s one of the exact reasons why I think 
Dillinger Four is not only awesome and fun, but also a very important 
band, because they’re almost always political but they totally can laugh 
at themselves. And not only that they can, but if you’re going to talk 
about serious shit, you have to be able to laugh at yourself otherwise 
you’re going to go crazy. You’re gonna split in two. Not only that you 
have to laugh or else you’re just going to scream or cry, but also because 
once you take a stance politically, people will be really quick to point out 
that you’re a hypocrite. “You say this but then you live like this.” So if 


but I recycle key pieces of imagery because they represent something 
that’s important to the theme of the record. I’m kind of a literary nerd, so 
even in lyrics I find it amusing to lay things thick with references to other 
stuff. The one line where “paradise” shows up is in that song 
“Nicaragua”: “I see paradise and you see pavement.” That’s a reference 
to two things. It’s a reference to Joni Mitchell, that song “Big Yellow 
= i”: “they paved paradise and put up a parking lot.” It’s something that 

I’m always referencing, the idea that we are literally paving and 
metaphorically paving ourselves into extinction. 

But I’m getting away from the question, which is concrete. It just ends 
up being this metaphor that runs through everything. “Pharmacist” was 
probably the first song written on that record and we actually recorded it 
for a split EP before, but it was too good to leave in obscurity. I think it 
just described this feeling of numbness that I was struggling with. For 
one reason or another, lead and concrete just felt right as metaphors for 
this heavy, impenetrable, immovable numbness that I was struggling 
with, post-divorce. When you’ re writing a record, all these things end up 
being interconnected in ways that you don’t necessarily intend. I sort of 
look at it when it’s all said and done and go, “Wow, this thing keeps pop- 
ping up over and over again.” 

The other song that you quoted, which was I think “Atheists in 
Foxholes,” it just kind of came out, the idea that you have these people 
fucking celebrating and patting themselves on the back with regard to the 
war and that whole George Bush “Mission Accomplished” thing. I just 
like the idea that you guys are celebrating and there are people who are 
getting their heads blown off on both sides over there. It just came out 
like that. Wipe that fucking smile off your face, this is not happy hour. I 
think the mixing concrete part of that just came from alliteration. It was 
only after the fact that I said, “Wow, that pops up over and over again,” 
and I guess as an impenetrable substance, it represents a lot of things. 
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Todd: It’s very warlike, and it’s also very industrial. How do you make 
something try to last that is made of natural materials but is in a very 
unnatural shape and also a very unnatural weight? 
Dan: And it’s fucking ugly and bleached and shitty looking. 
Todd: What was the rationale for going from being the guitar player to 
being the lead singer? I know it’s not just a creative thing, but more prag- 
matic. You did it to insure the longevity of Paint It Black. 
Dan: Exactly. Two bands effectively hamstrung in their prime by the 
singers. I think it’s very rare that any band can get away with replacing 
their singer. That being said, yeah, I wasn’t about to let that happen 
again. I decided to do another band, but there’s just no way I was going 
to put myself in that vulnerable of a position. There are a number of prac- 
tical reasons. With Kid Dynamite, we practiced with just guitar, bass, and 
drums for a year before we found the right singer. The beginning of Paint 
It Black was kind of predicated on this near-death experience of me get- 
ting out of the hospital with this renewed sense of urgency. You don’t 
want to spend a year getting a band together. Things felt really urgent 
when I got out of the hospital, so I was like, “How can I make this come 
together? I know I can write the music and I know I can find people to 
play it. How do I get this off the ground quick?” Well, I could sing. And 
the other practical question is, “How do I put myself in a position where 
I’m not going to get fucked again?” If the guy who’s writing the songs 
and singing them is definitely not going anywhere, then the band can go 
on as long as I want it to. I felt like it was time to step up and see if I 
could write lyrics. I’m no idiot; I know that the average age of people in 
the punk scene is maybe twenty, twenty-two, and that might be shooting 
high. If I was gonna write stuff that was going to be life-affirming and 
political at the same time, would I really feel content having someone fif- 
teen years younger than me writing the lyrics? And the answer was no. 
So there were all these forces that converged to make singing the only 
real way to go. 
Todd: Did you think about singing and playing guitar at the same time, 
or did you just want to focus on one thing? 
Dan: I’m not coordinated enough to do that. I think this kind of band 
really needs a frontman and would really suffer from not having it. Even 
if I actually wanted to, I couldn’t. That would be like trying to learn a 
second or third language. I can’t even imagine 





























the coordination that it takes. When I would do backups, I could only do 
stuff that was in time with what my hands were doing. It’s just not even 
an option. 
Todd: Can you tell me what happened when you had your stroke? 
Dan: The first symptom I felt was that I went numb down the left side 
of my body, pretty much entirely right down the midline. It was weird, 
like when you get a cavity filled and the novocaine starts to wear off. I 
could feel pressure but I couldn’t feel pain. If I pinched myself, I could- 
n’t feel the sharpness of the pain. That freaked me out. I went to the doc- 
tor—who did all these quick things where they test the strength of each 
of your limbs and whether you can follow their finger with your eye— 
just quick neurological tests that they can do in the office that are sup- 
posed to screen for the major brain injuries. Except for the numbness, 
nothing else showed up and they thought it was something else. She 
wrote me a prescription to go get an MRI just in case, but if you’re not 
in the hospital, there’s like a two-week wait for an MRI. The next day, I 
was at work and I started slurring my speech, just for like a minute, but 
the experience of suddenly not being in control of my tongue was fuck- 
ing terrifying. I knew right away; we had to take some neurology in grad 
school. If you’re studying the mind, you have to know at least something 
about the brain. I knew. I didn’t want to know, and there was part of me 
that was like, “I’m gonna get to the hospital and they’re gonna tell me 
everything’s going to be okay,” but there was another part of me that was 
like, ““You’ve got to get to the hospital right fucking now.” They did an 
MRI and there was one point where I’m expecting the doctor to come 
back in and say, “Yeah, it totally came up clean, we’re going to send you 
home with some pills.” I was expecting something kinda benign and the 
guy was like, “Yeah, we’re bringing you up to intensive care.” You can 
imagine what that was like. Just really fucking scary. You’re never pre- 
pared for that. If it happens when you’re fifty, you’ve probably had a 
couple of friends that have had heart attacks, maybe you’ ve lost a couple 
of people, but not when you’re in your early thirties. 
Todd: And healthy. 
Dan: And that was the thing. People who know me know that I’ve been 
vegan for fifteen years, I work out a lot. When it happened, people were 
like, “Oh my God. I might as well just start shooting heroin. You got sick. 
God knows what’s going to happen to me.” When people see you as 
someone who has it together and something bad happens, it freaks them 
out. The same thing happened when people found 
out I was getting divorced; everybody I 
knew went through some soul-search- 
ing about their own relationships. 
Todd: Because you’re the rock, Dan. 
Dan: I think people think, “Well, if a 
shrink can’t keep his relationship togeth- 
er, maybe I’m in trouble.” The lesson is 
obviously that shrinks have the same 
problems that everybody else does. 
We’re great at helping other people with 
their problems, but not necessarily great 
at helping ourselves through them. 
Todd: What’s something that you did- 
n’t have any foresight for and are actu- 
ally astounded that it came out of that 
experience? 
Dan: Paint It Black is one. I think I thought 
I was done with music. 
Todd: Really? Just because of the ending of 
Kid Dynamite? 
Dan: Yeah, I was frustrated, like, “Well, I 
guess it’s not meant to be. I gave it two real- 
ly good shots. How many times can I do 
that?” Part of it was self-pitying, like I can’t 
set myself up for disappointment again, and 


part of it was just the amount of work. I put a lot of work into two bands, 
and it just didn’t happen because people are basically not dependable, 
not because we suddenly figured out how to write good songs. Here I am 
with this graduate degree that I spent just as much time on, maybe I 
should just fucking take the hint and pursue that. Once you commit to 
that, once you build a place for yourself career-wise... but I know now 
that you can do both. 

Todd: Why the name Paint It Black? I just know the Rolling Stones song. 
Dan: One of the hardest things about getting a band off the ground is 
establishing an identity, and I think you do that first through a name. 
Your biggest goal is to find a name that isn’t idiotic and all four people 
can agree on. The significance beyond that is that if you’re a hardcore 
band, it’s kinda got to sound tough, but you have to stop short of thug- 
gish because you don’t want to be one of those bands. You don’t want it 
to have fighting references in it because you don’t want to sound like 
bruisers, but if you go the other way, you get some lofty, pretentious, 
seven-word name, and I’m sure you could think of a million examples 
of that. A mouthful of top-heavy, ungraceful words that maybe make you 


head with a bottle in a bar fight that has epilepsy now. You can end up 
with partial paralysis, loss of language skills... that’s scary to me. When 
you’re twenty, you think you’re invincible. You don’t think about these 
things. The other thing is that so much of that shit happens in the context 
of a hardcore show, and the punk rock thing has always been important 
enough to me as a community thing that I’ve always thought that it was 
more important to protect the space and the show. Not let the show get 
broken up, not ruin it for the kids or for the bands, not get the venue shut 
down. Part of that is just me. I can think about the consequences before 
acting and it’s not that hard for me. There are people who just cannot tol- 
erate frustration very well and they have trouble thinking about the con- 
sequences when they’re flooded with anger. There’s no quick answer to 
that. I know that’s the case intellectually, but I can’t actually understand 
what that feels like to be so angry that you’re going to do something 
despite the consequences. I can help people with it, I know it exists, but 
I can’t relate to it at all. 

If you can just stick to your guns and say, “I’m not gonna fight 
you,” what kind of asshole is going to punch if you’ve got your hands 









— -G ne other practical question is, 
“How do I put myself in a position where 
I’m not going to get fucked again?” 





sound smart but don’t make anybody take you seriously in the long run. 
Paint It Black... in one way, it’s a tip of the hat to a great rock and roll 
band that I think anybody who has ever seriously played guitar loved at 
one point. People who are too punk to admit that they love the Rolling 
Stones can get fucked. But the bottom line is that the name sounds kinda 
badass and everybody could agree on it. It doesn’t have to mean anything 
more than that. 

Todd: Talking about bands being thuggish in hardcore, is it true that you 
haven’t been in a real physical fight since you were a kid? 

Dan: That’s true. 

Todd: Can you share with people how to do some conflict avoidance? 
That’s impressive. You’re not just sitting on a porch somewhere, you’re 
actively being in bands and going to shows, and a lot of times, alterca- 
tions spill out. Do you have any techniques that you employ? 

Dan: I’ve been hit in the side of the head a lot from breaking up 
fights. How do J avoid getting so mad about that that I turn around and 
hit the person? 

Todd: Even worse than that. Say someone’s irate at you and they’re 
pushing you around. What do you do? 

Dan: One thing that happens when you’re 6’2” and lift weights is that 
you don’t get pushed around that much. In that way, fitness is preventa- 
tive medicine. There are two things. One, and maybe it’s just because 
I’m predisposed to being kind of anxious, is that I’m always really aware 
of how much you can hurt somebody. The other thing about having the 
stroke and knowing a little bit about the brain is that it’s really easy to 
fuck somebody up beyond repair. People glamorize going out with a 
baseball bat, but you could really kill somebody with a baseball bat with 
one hit, depending on where and how hard. You can certainly give them 
a permanent condition like epilepsy. I know somebody who got hit in the 


at your side? If you turn around and walk away, what kind of asshole 
is going to hit you in the back of the head? Especially if there are other 
people around. If you have to confront somebody and you have to do 
it with your nose an inch from theirs, that’s just a power trip. You can 
call somebody out on their shit from three feet away and not do this 
thing where you’re trying to see who can puff their chest out the 
biggest. It’s childish. 

Todd: In what ways do you think that your patients’ point of view have 
ever carried into your music? 

Dan: One thing that I always find remarkable and inspiring is resilience. 
The human capacity to survive and bounce back from horrible situations 
is always awe-inspiring. There’s things that I can’t even imagine going 
through, whether it’s an acute trauma or a lifetime of having someone tell 
you that you’re worthless. To see what people can do with that, to see 
how strong people can be despite that... I’ve seen kids who have barely 
been parented or been emotionally abused in ways that are almost crim- 
inal, are somehow able to emerge from that with a moral compass, a 
sense of right and wrong that isn’t distorted. I’ve seen kids come out of 
really shitty environments with a strong sense of right and wrong and a 
capacity for loyalty and love that is remarkably intact despite what 
they’ ve been through. That’s always amazing to me. 

Todd: Going in a completely different direction, you’ve said that the 
American population is basically compliant in ways that we’re virtually 
unaware of being manipulated. Can you give our readers one concrete 
example of that? 

Dan: I’ve been staying away from the news to try and maintain sanity. 
I'd have to give you a more systemic example, like looking at a trend: 
the movement in industrialized “first world” nations, the movement 
towards farming out labor and trying to reduce production 
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costs and maximize profits and the shortsightedness of 
that. The idea that the overall macro-picture of a nation’s 
economy will benefit from deregulating huge corpora- 
tions. You tell people, “You know, you don’t have to pay a 
fair living wage to union workers. You can outsource this 
labor to pygmies in Antarctica who will work for ten cents 
a month.” 

In other words, taking any sense of justice or ethics out 
of corporate accountability, or just doing away with corpo- 
rate accountability. In the perfectly capitalist late twentieth 
century world, that’s okay, because the wealth that’s accu- 
mulated with these huge organizations as a result of that, 
ultimately in the macro sense, benefits the economy of the 
country. That works only up to a point. It’s incredibly short- 
sighted, which is the problem, because the GNP (Gross 
National Product) and other indicators of economic health 
can continue to look good even when unemployment’s at 
twenty percent. The other day, when we were (on tour) in 
England, I read this book about the coal mining strikes in the 
northern part of England, and northern England is still fucked 
economically because Thatcher allowed coal production to be 
sent abroad rather than guarantee the hazard pay that the coal 
miners were striking for. We don’t think it’s weird now that 
there are all these cities, what I call satellite cities or B market 
cities, that are wasted. Right outside of New York is Newark 
and Patterson. Right outside of Philadelphia is Camden and 
Chester. These industrial port cities might as well be 
Hiroshima in 1945. They’re dead zones because industry was 
allowed to pick up and employ people elsewhere. The argu- 
ments for that—that you shouldn’t be able to restrict the free- 
dom of a corporate entity like that—like why shouldn’t they be 
able to employ who they want to employ where they want to 
employ them, it feeds into this capitalist fantasy of unlimited 
growth with no ceiling. 

The cost is that you’ve basically fucked the industrial work- 
ing class in a way that we have not recovered from and are not 
recovering from at all. The fact that people see profit on the front 
end without understanding consequences on the back end or 
while conveniently ignoring consequences on the back end—I 
think people’s awareness of that is limited to the degree of which 
it’s reported or highlighted. When the companies that are amass- 
ing huge profits by exporting labor are also the same companies 
that own many of the major news networks, you’re not going to 
get a complete picture, and the power to set the terms of the political dis- 
course, the conversation, the power to decide what’s shown and what’s 
not shown is the power of propaganda. You can have the troops march- 
ing into Baghdad; on one side of the street, there are people cheering, 
and on the other side, there are people throwing rocks. Where you train 
the camera, and more importantly, where you don’t train the camera, 
basically creates the truth that people are going to see on television. I 
don’t think people usually think about that when they see something on 
TV. They think, “Oh, it’s real. It’s on camera. That means it’s proven,” 
but they don’t really think about what’s not on camera. They don’t think 
about context and they don’t think about absence. A lot of it is just the 
Reagan fantasy of trickle-down economics; if the Fortune 500 compa- 
nies are profiting, then we all benefit. We saw in the ‘80s and afterwards 
that that’s not actually true. Homelessness as we know it today began 
during the Reagan years for reasons that you can trace directly to his eco- 
nomic policies. 

But as a concrete example, there was a poll done, and it wasn’t one of 
these hokey Fox News polls, it was actually a poll done by a university 
right before the election. Basically, there were questions about who you 
align yourself with politically, party-wise and person-wise, and then 
what your beliefs are and what your understanding of current events is. 






















It showed that people who identified themselves as Bush supporters 
believed a number of things about current events that were just not true 
and, even in the mainstream media, shown to be not true. Basically, what 
it came down to is that Bush supporters, in fairly large numbers, believed 
that yes, Saddam Hussein was partially responsible for 9-11. Yes, there 
are weapons of mass destruction and we’re going to find them any day 
now. Yes, the pretexts that the war was founded on are still true. Even 
things that in the conservatively controlled media were shown to be false 
and Bush had admitted that they were false, a lot of his supporters still 
believed those things. They believed a lot of the initial things that the war 
was predicated upon, even though Bush had already admitted that those 
things were not true. 

A week before the election, there were Bush supporters who believed 
that there were noble causes and just causes for the war and that we were 
going there to stop his burgeoning nuclear program and that we were 
going there to stop him from training more terrorists to blow up more 
American skyscrapers. I thought that was really amusing and also really 
disturbing. I don’t think there’s any way around it. The news media as 
something that can have an impact on public consciousness is a 
dead issue. & 
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Lee Madcap — bass, vocals 
Julie Vox — vocals 

GG King - guitar, vocals 
Mark Rebeck — drums 


“That techo rock you listen to is gutless!” 

Touché, Nick Cage! 

“I have excellent news for the world: there is no such thing 
as new wave!” 

I love you, Claude Bessy! 

Whatever your stance on new wave is, there’s no denying the 
Checkers bring it. With Seymore Stein and a Valley Girl sequel 
nowhere in sight, infectious ‘80s power pop has been ignored 
by the greedy hands of major labels and placed firmly in the 
care of Teenacide Records and bona fide Josie Cotton fans like 
the Checkers. So ignore your new wave prejudices. Don’t 
follow suit of snobby scholars who disowned jazz only to 
embrace it fifty years later! Pick up what the Checkers are 
putting down, brothers and sisters! 


\ 
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In front woman Julie Vox, the Checkers have a singer who 
takes care of business. Julie’s kinda like Beth Ditto; a singer 
with chops capable of fronting a female Blueshammer, but 
thankfully ended up in low-budget rock’n’roll. George 
“Jetson” Checker (a.k.a. GG King) is the gunslinger on guitar. 
George’s formidable picking on his Mosrite makes a second 
guitarist unnecessary. When not practicing, George is usually 
examining Billy Zoom tapes with college football coach-like 
focus. The rhythm section, Mark (drums) and Lee (bass) have 
the whole hi-hat/bass deal down pat. Kat did this interview, but 
I had the pleasure of sitting down with these dudes and 
dudettes awhile back, and I gotta say, they’re good people. It 
makes the whole deal all the sweeter. In the words of Leon 
Pescado: “Viven los Checkers!” 





Interview by Kat Jetson ¢ Intro by Ryan Leach 
Live photo by Lowell Abellon 
Posed photos by Susan Davis 


Kat: What’s the first thought that comes into 
your head when you think about each other? 
And I want the story behind it. For instance, 
when I think of George I think of him handing 
me the completely mastered CD of the 
Checkers song for the Let's Get Rid of L.A. 
comp wrapped in toilet paper because he didn’t 


have a jewel case. And socks, for some reason. 
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Julie: Well, for Mark [singing to the tune of 
the Motley Criie song] Girls, girls, girls. 

Kat: The song or the girls? 

Julie: The song and the girls. 

Mark [to Julie]: C’mon, not the song. And 
besides, I’ve been toning it down. I’ve 
been better. 

Kat: The girls must love it when they come to 
your apartment, Mark. It’s so clean! They must 
think you’re gay, or... Seriously, if I were 
straight and walked into this apartment I’d be 
like, “You’re totally going to be my 


boyfriend.” You have to be the cleanest boy in 
the universe. 
George: Well, 
Mark: Exactly. 
Julie: Oh, I guess 
word for Mark. 
Kat: Actually, I liked girls, girls, girls better. 
Julie: Good, because that really is the first 
thing I think about. 

George: I still think of that night at the Bigfoot 
Lodge where you had your pea coat on. 
Mark: Oh, the night we met? 


he has allergies, right? 


“reliable” would be my 





George: Ill never forget that. You just look 
kind of looked like a Beatle, I guess. 

Mark: I don’t know if you know this story, but 
I met Julie when she was first starting the band 
and she said, “Oh, I want you in my band.” 
Unfortunately, I just didn’t have time. Finally, I 
was down to drumming for one band again and 
she told me that they really needed a new 
drummer and that I should come see them at the 
Bigfoot. It was funny because after the show 
George was like, “So dude, what did you 
think?” and I said, “Well, all you need is a 
drummer.” That was it, and it was perfect. By 
the way, are we still doing that first question? 
Kat: Yep. 

Mark: For Julie: I think very strong, powerful, 
independent woman. And George: I think 
fashion and style. 

Kat: He is a fashion plate, isn’t he? 

Julie: I have one word for George. 

Mark: Oh no... 

Julie: Dimples! The dimples say it all. I can 
tell. If it’s one dimple... Should I give it away? 
[George, with dimples right now, is silent.] 
Julie: Anyway, there’s a code between one 
dimple and two. 

George: When I think of Julie I just think of 
that Crank Williams show. Every single time. 
Kat: That was when? 

Julie: I hadn’t even moved down here [from 
San Francisco]. I was just checking it out. 
George: It’s just weird. Think about it—she’s 
in the crowd and I’m playing a show. That show 
was packed, too. What are the chances you'll 
meet someone you're going to be playing with? 
Kat: Did you end up coming back right away? 
Julie: I came down for ten days and didn’t 
come back to L.A. for another two months. It 
wasn’t until six months to a year later that our 
friend Lowell hooked us up. 

Kat: So do you have a word or thought for your 
missing bassist, Lee? 

Mark: He’s just the most laid back guy. I’ve 
never seen him get mad at anything. 

Julie: He’s everything that describes a bass 
player. Mark, to me, does not seem like a 
drummer. Responsible and drummer is not 
in the same sentence. Lee is every bit of a 
bass player. 

Kat: No offense to the other instruments, but 
the drummer is always my favorite person in 
every band. 

Mark: Yessss! 

Kat: And every person I’ve dated who hasn’t 
been a drummer, I’m just like, “God, you’re 
so boring.” 

George: Is it physical or... 

Kat: Well, obviously, they’re amazingly 
coordinated. They can work their arms and legs 
at the same time. 





Julie: The drummer’s the first thing I 
notice. And the singer. If I weren’t a singer, 
and I didn’t mind carrying shit around, I’'d 
be a drummer. 

Kat: When you first started this band, did you 
know exactly what you wanted it to sound like? 
Julie: George and I have really compatible 
taste in music. Originally, we wanted to go a 
little bit heavier. 

George: We started with covers—Sweet, Nick 
Gilder, Josie Cotton. It’s pop, but it wasn’t what it 
is right now. I didn’t want to go all over the place. 
I just wanted the Bomp! era—’78-’82. I think a 
lot of the first CD sounds like a Bomp! record. 
Kat: So you were definitely in agreeance with 
how you wanted your band to sound. 

Julie: It evolved. 

Kat: There are two cover songs on your first 
CD, Make a Move. How do you decide which 
songs you want to cover? 

Julie: Well, “The Fanatic.” I told George if we 
ever did an album I'd really like to do that song. 
My first job was a DJ at a roller rink and I 
always thought that song would sound great if 
it were just done differently. And then when 
George started playing it, it sounded perfect. 
Kat: I love the Valley Girl soundtrack, but 
never really took to that song. It was just so 
cheesy. But your version is great! 

Julie: I never knew that song was on that 
soundtrack. When the album came out 
everyone was like, “...from the Valley 
Girl soundtrack.” 

George: “The Fanatic” is cheesy! I can’t hear 








Julie: Yeah. He wanted something quickly, but 
we hadn’t really come up with new songs at 
that point. 

George: For the second pressing we added 
“Paper Crown” and “Hey, Hey, Hey,” both of 
which are not on the original version. And we 
remixed it a little. 

Kat: I don’t have the second version. But you 
see, I have the rare first press. It’I] be worth tons 
on eBay someday. 

George: Our single was on eBay a few months 
ago and it sold for sixteen dollars. I think 
shipping was nine! 

[Everyone gets a kick out of this.] 

Kat: I can’t tell if that’s entrepreneurial on their 
part, or just a rip off. 

George: C’mon, it doesn’t cost nine dollars to 
ship a 7”. And the winner actually got the 
second press, because the first press is clear 
vinyl and the one they won was black. Still, that 
was cool. 

Kat: So you’re all done recording your new 
album, right? 

Julie: It’s ready. 

Mark: We’re shopping it around. 

Kat: This one won’t be coming out on 
Teenacide? 

George: Probably not. 

Mark: We'd like to get some bigger 
distribution. Don’t get me wrong, Jim is great. 
Kat: I hope whoever signs you puts the new 
one out on vinyl. 

George: That’s what we’d like to do. We’ve been 
asking for the first record to be out on vinyl. 
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the original version. But, we took that song 
and made it sound like us. It’s sounds nothing 
like the original. 

Kat: I read where someone said you “de- 
creepified” it, which is totally true. 

Julie: Oh, that guy singer is creepy! You 
know, the bass player got a copy of it and he 
really liked it. 

Mark: On our new album, Turn You On, we 
did an obscure song by Gary Numan’s first 
band, Blue Eyes. 

Kat: Why did you re-record the first album 
with Shawn from Geisha Girls on bass? 
George: There are a lot of reasons. I really like 
Shawn. And Jim (Teenacide Records owner) 
sold out of the first press. 


Mark: Jim doesn’t do vinyl. 

Kat: It’s like when people get angry at bands 
when they play a bigger venue. You have to 
take it a step up. 

George: Progression. 

Mark: It’s natural. 

Kat [to George]: Did you record this one at 
your studio, too? 

George: Yeah. I recorded it but didn’t mix it. 
Mark: A friend of ours did it. We spent a lot of 
money and time and... 

Julie [laughing]: ...you can hear my vocals. 
George: You can hear everything. Everything’s 
up front. 

Mark: We’re so proud of it. It’s all analog with 
George’s gear, and that makes a big difference. 


Kat: Do you find owning a studio and 
recording your own music is a plus or a curse? 
George: When we started recording we only 
had four or five songs... You know how they 
say, “Oh, we captured that magic moment.” 
We basically rehearsed a new song and 
recorded it right then and there. “Running with 
Scissors,” was... 

Julie: ...built right in the studio. 

George: If we would’ve done that in another 
studio that recording would’ve been 
outrageous money-wise. We had half the 
songs but the other half were written as we 
were recording. 

Julie: It’s got a feel. 

Mark: The cover we did in one day. George 
put the song on, we listened to it four times, 
and bam! I think it’s better than the original. 
I’m not afraid to admit it. 

Julie: The live energy is really there on 
that cover. 

George: That was great. I think that I’m more 
proud to have recorded it versus somebody 
else. The first album, basic tracks, was done in 
like ten hours. One Saturday. 

Julie: Mark had just joined the band. 

Mark: I’m so much happier with the new stuff 
because it feels like a band record. 

Kat: It must have been hard to step right in. 
I’m sure your playing is better once you felt 
more comfortable with the people you were 
playing with. 

Mark: Yeah. With the first album I was still 
figuring out the songs. I play a couple of those 
songs differently now because I’m more 
comfortable with them. 

George: This is just in my defense, but I love 
that first record. I wouldn’t trade it for a million 
dollars. It’s the best first record. 

Kat: Do you still record other people? 
George: Mmm, not as much. I’m into it still, 
but it takes a lot of my time. Unless I know 
someone personally... Bands just don’t have a 
lot of money. I’ve gotten ripped off to the point 
where it’s just not worth it anymore. I worked 
with this one band, who I won’t mention their 
name, for five dollars an hour. If they’re 
friends, yeah, but that instance happens over 
and over again. I’m not friends with some of 
these people I’ve recorded, so there are these 
complete strangers coming over. And you’ve 
been there, Kat. They disrespect my house and 
grab my records... “Oh look at all the neat old 
stuff in here.” There have been times where 
there’s beer bottles and I’ve literally found 
pizza underneath my couch. 

Kat: And you’ ve got a very nice house. 
George: Oh, why thank you. 

Julie: George, there it is. You’ve got the 
double dimples! 

Kat [to George]: Are you still a meter reader? 
George: Oh yeah. 

Kat: I hear you find some really awesome stuff 
at people’s houses. 


George: All of the time. 

Kat: What’s been the best find? 

George: I’ve found a ’59 Cushman scooter— 
original owner. I found the Galaxie that I drive 
right now. In Compton! I asked the owners— 
gangsters, gaaaangsters—if they wanted to 
sell it. But stuff for free? Records. 

Mark: ...boxes of 78s from that lady. 
George: Yeah! Stuff from, like, the ‘40s. All 
these blues records. 

Julie: In Compton? 

George: Yeah! I found a coaster set from the 
“60s. It’s a girl’s breasts and you can put your 
beer on them. I’ve found chairs, tables... 

Kat: So it’s worth it to keep your job just for 
the finds! 

George: Totally! But it’s to the point where I 
can’t take stuff anymore. My garage, floor to 
ceiling... I. Can. Not. Take. Any. More. Stuff. 
Julie: P’ll take that green thing off you. It'll 
look so good in my apartment. 

Kat: Clearly, I need to look into being a meter 
reader. And don’t worry, next time I go to your 
house, I'll just take some stuff off your hands. 
Help you clear up the garage... 

George: That’s why I don’t get rid of my van, 
because it’s always there to pick something up. 
Kat: So what do the rest of you do? 
Mark: I work for a non-profit watchdog 
foundation. We keep tabs on the corrupt 
government and corporations. Stick up for the 
people, basically. That and drumming keep me 
sane, because there’s a lot of fucked up shit 
going on. 

Kat: Check you out! Deep Throat! So what 
exactly do you do? 

Mark: We’re like an advocate for the pubic 
interest, basically. We do all the research and 
give it to the press. 

Kat: Where does one find a job like that? 
Mark: I found it in Mother Jones. I was living 
in New York and working for The Man at 
Sony—a real cushy job, making great 
money—but it was tearing out my soul. 

Julie: I’m a photographer. I shoot for the 
Style section of the LA Weekly. I’m also a 
director of photography. 

Kat: I always wanted to be a photographer. It 
was more technical and math-y than I thought. 
Julie: It is. It’s science meets art, but once you 
get past that it gets really creative and fun. 
Mark: It’s really good to have Julie in the band 
for stuff like that because she takes charge and 
just knows about the lighting and where we 
should stand... 

Julie: ...and it’s also the hardest part for me, 
because I want to be shooting it. 

Kat: If you could find out the truthful answer 
to one question, what would you ask? For 
instance, I want to know which baseball 
players are gay. In fact, I’m obsessed with it. 
Julie: Do you know ChinMusic? It’s a 
magazine out of San Francisco. It’s baseball 
meets music. 





Kat: Noooo! This sounds awesome! 

Julie: Yeah. You should really check it out. 
George: Mine can’t be answered. It just 
can’t. It has to do with recording. Michael, 
the guy who mixed our record—he’s all 
digital and I’m all analog. So we recorded 
analog, transferred to digital and then mixed 
it. The war is, is analog or digital better? 
They say that digital can now record analog, 
but I’m like, “No, it can’t. Where’s your 
machine?” So you see, my question could 
never be answered. 

Kat: Awww... 

George: Your ears hear analog. And the 
signal with analog is consistent, whereas the 
signal with digital is broken. It’s so fast that 
your ears can’t pick it up. But for some 
reason, you can ask anyone in the recording 
world and they’ll know which is analog and 
which is digital. 

Julie: I’d really like to know if there’s a 
Santa Claus. I still don’t know. 

Mark: I'd like to get political, but I don’t 
know if I should. 

Kat: No, you totally can! 

Mark: I'd just really like to know the truth 
about what’s going on with our government. 
Julie: Do you really want to know? 
Mark: Yeah, I do! 

Julie: It’s so scary. 

Kat: Can you imagine what it’s like to really 
have a job like that where you... 

Julie: ...have aneurysms behind your 
knees? That’s the answer. Your physical 
body shows you a lot about how you live 
your life. Karl Rove is only thirty-five years 
old and he looks seventy-eight. 

Kat: To have so much evil in your life... 
Because everything they’re doing is just... 
Mark: Bad. 

George: I’m also obsessed UFOs and the 
theory that there’s life on other planets. I’m 
convinced that it’s true. Think about it. What 
the fuck is Area 51 really about? 

Julie: Well, the very first computer was built 
right after that whole Area 51 thing, and they 
think that the microchip had something to do 
with that. 

Mark: Lasers, too. 

Julie: And transistors. 

Mark: All that stuff. The whole technical 
revolution was right after that time. 

Kat: Back to Earth, what’s been the 
most rock star moment that you’ve seen 
or experienced? 

Mark: When we opened up for the English 
Beat at The Galaxy. When we were done— 
and I’ve always wanted to do this—I tossed 
out my drumsticks. Afterwards, these 
sixteen-year-old girls were like, “Will you 
sign my drumstick?” 

George: I don’t know what club it was, but 
I remember there was a crowd of people and 
I overheard someone in the crowd go, “Oh 









my God, the Checkers are here!” I just felt 
like, “Wow!” 

Julie: I think now that Arlen from Arlen’s 
Army has been stalking me, the GBGs (girl 
band geeks) are coming out. But seeing one 
of those rock star moments wasn’t in this 
band. My rhythm guitarist in Camel Toe 
used to wear polyester flares, and we were 
playing a place we called the 6th Street 
Garbage Dump. It was literally skid row. 
Anyhow, this bum starts running towards 
her because she has long red hair, and he 
goes, “Loretta Lynn!” He was just 


running... puking and stumbling after her 
because he thought she was Loretta Lynn. 
And she had to run! It was the funniest thing 
Thad ever seen. 

Mark: Back in ’94 when Green Day’s 
Dookie just came out, I saw them play in 
Santa Barbara. I was right up front air 
drumming. During the show the drummer 
was looking at me and just laughing 
because I was playing the exact same thing. 
At one point he ran up front and pulled me 
onstage and was like, “This is Mark. He 
rules!” After the show he says, “Dude, let’s 
go to the van and party.” So ’'m smoking 
pot in there with him. 

Kat: Dookie! 

Mark: Yeah! So we’re in there like a half 
an hour talking and smoking mad buds. You 
couldn’t even see in there. When we finally 
opened the door we stumbled out like Fast 
Times. Billie Joe was like, “Whoa, Spicolli” 
and everyone was just laughing. Anyhow, 
that’s one of my favorite stories. 


Kat: I love that story! What about you, George? 
George: I got to hang out with Axl Rose. 
[Everyone busts up laughing.] 

Mark: Dude! I didn’t know that! 

George: I was at the Cat House seeing the 
Dogs D’ amour play and the bass player for the 
band points out, “Oh my God, Axl came to see 
us play!” I’m in the crowd, turn around, and 
sure enough he was there. This was *88. So 
everyone’s leaving and he’s a complete fucking 
dick, which is no surprise, but I walked up to 
him and he was like, the nicest guy ever. I hung 
out with him for the whole night. 


Kat: What kind of conversation did you have 
with him? 

George: The first thing I said to him was, 
“Congratulations on your success.” And he 
says, “Ahhh, success sucks,” as he’s signing 
autographs. He was a nice guy. Dick to 
everyone else, but... 

Julie: Meeting Joey (Ramone) in New York 
was amazing. And hanging out with Dee Dee 
about a week and a half before he died was 
something else. He was the funniest guy I’ve 
ever met... It was a brief show at the Garage 
(when it was still open) and he was there and 
looked great—like he had his shit together. I 
just got to hang out with him for an hour or so. 
When I met Joey, he was very sweet and very 
shy, but Dee Dee was a riot! I was pinching 
myself the whole time. I just wanted to say 
thank you for the backdrop of my life. 

Mark: And for changing music. 

Julie: I also licked Iggy Pop’s stomach 
one time. 

Kat: Huh?! 


Julie: It was at the El Rey. He jumped into the 
crowd and he was topless. People were 
holding him and his belly was literally right 
over my face and I’m like, when am I going to 
have a chance to lick Iggy’s bellybutton? So I 
just took a good lick and... delicious! I could 
taste the muscles! 

Mark: Yikes! 

Kat: Wow! I don’t even know if I should ask 
any more questions. Still, I have one more. If 
you were to get married tomorrow, what would 
your wedding song be? 

George: “Baby I Love You,” but the Ramones 





version. I really, really like that song. I love the 
Ronettes, but that version is unequalled. Phil 
Spector really nailed it. He almost reinvented 
his own song. 

Julie: I can’t believe you named that 
because I would pick “I Want You Around” 
by the Ramones. 

Mark: I’ve already been married once, so... 
Kat: What was the first one? 

Mark: I love The Beatles, so it was “All You 
Need Is Love,” which is cheesy. But if I were 
to get married again, I’d have to think about it. 
Julie [singing]: “She’s got legs...” 

Kat [singing]: “Girls, girls, girls!” 

Mark: That’s only if we’re getting married in 
the 909. 

Kat: You know what? Nothing more needs to 
be said after that. 
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Where else, but in Memphis, can you get a bike ride from a stranger named 
Ray-Ray to buy beer at 6:30 am, swerving down wide streets lined with 
thick, green brush through the heavy and hot mid-August air? A feeling of 
warmth and home are found in the promise of barbeque and whiskey. From 
the womb of Memphis have come some of the best musicians; innovators of the 
craft of independent music, blues legends, and garage punk masterminds. 

Alicja Trout (River City Tanlines, Lost Sounds, Fitts, Contaminated Records) 
and I went to Ellen's Soul Food on South Parkway. She took me to this particular 
restaurant so I could experience the glory that is southern cooking. And also so 
we could do this interview. Ellen sat behind a makeshift counter while her 
grandson waited on us. It was a simple place-unlike Graceland, which was just a 
scary gathering of old ladies with Elvis shirts and sandals with socks-which relat- 
ed perfectly to the character of Memphis. It was then that it struck me: Alicja is a 
very intricate person, considering the simple environment she grew up in. 

icja is someone who is easy to admire if you love music and the craft that 
goes into making it. Her songwriting and guitar skill are complimented with a 
calculated fervor at putting out records. She makes a contribution to music and 
dedicates herself so fully that you wonder where she has time for a personal life. 
That's the thing that's so admirable: music is her personal life. She does what so 
few in any scene do: be productive at keeping something alive that could easily 
be wiped out. She also aids in moving it along and putting it into new forms so that 
it doesn't stagnate. All this in a town so small and simple it would be easy to get a 
job at the local supermarket, pop a few out, marry the guy from high school, and 


contribute nothing to nothing, 


Interview by Miss Erika 


Miss Erika: How many bands have you 
been in? Let’s talk about the music aspect of 
what you do. 

Alicja: Probably like ten-plus bands. 
There’ve been bands that I’ve taken really 
seriously and pursued making records with 
and writing good songs for. And then other 
bands I had to write one song for. I was in a 
band that had thirteen people and only did 
two shows. It was funny but we only played 
those two shows ‘cause it was hard to get 
everyone together and one of the two drum- 
mers left. 

Miss Erika: What was the name of the band? 
Alicja: Rusty Nails. Our second and last 
show was documented in a Memphis film 
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that won “best documentary” at the local 
film festival. But it was more about what 
happened backstage. 

Miss Erika: What happened backstage? 
Alicja: There was an issue with the key- 
board that I was using. A guy who was 
known to be a junkie sold me the keyboard 
and some other guy who was a local hip- 
hop DJ—a dreadlock-haired dude—told all 
his friends that I had his keyboard. We even 
compared serial numbers over the phone 
and it wasn’t his. So I told him to leave me 
alone after that. The film that was shot 
backstage was these three guys fighting 
with me after I had a big bottle of whiskey. 
It was hilarious. Everyone [in my band] was 


told to dress up in costumes but none of the 
costumes matched. One guy was dressed as 
a bear, another was a bloody choir boy, and 
I made a costume out of a bunch of rusty 
nails with a black wrestling mask. It was 
really silly. 

Miss Erika: Is Memphis really fun when 
it comes to shows, bands, and crowd 
cooperation? 

Alicja: Pretty much. But you can never real- 
ly get all the hipsters out to see really good 
out of town bands. But, when they do go out 
to see them, people in Memphis will react. 
They had no idea who the Ghetto Ways were 
but they came here, people saw them, and 
everyone went crazy. There was a while all 











these Japanese bands were coming here and 
they had the best audience here in Memphis. 
If the band goes crazy, we go crazy. 

Miss Erika: What effect has growing up and 
still living in Memphis had on your music? 
Alicja: Well, there’s a whole bunch of dif- 
ferent aspects. I went to a private school 
and it didn’t really go well. There was a 
bunch of people who didn’t have anything 
to do with art or music or going to see 
bands. It was a really safe environment. So, 
early on, I put it in my head that if I was 
into those things, then I was always doing 
something wasteful with my time. I felt that 
way even when I was making tons of music 
and tons of records. People were liking it— 
that I was doing something for no particu- 
lar reason—as opposed to somebody in 
New York who thinks they’re going to get 
famous ‘cause so-and-so’s label is shop- 
ping them around. I was just doing it for no 
particular reason except ‘cause I liked it. 
Also, in Memphis, it’s kind of crappy and 
there isn’t much hope to see. The history is 
really inspiring, though. 

Miss Erika: How did a private school edu- 
cation influence your music and the person 
you grew up to become? 

Alicja: It probably made it a little harder for 
me to say something that was really simple 
to articulate ‘cause I had more education. It 
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also pointed out to me from an early age that 
I was an outsider from the white, suburban, 
upper-middle class community. My friends 
were always a sort of mismatched group of 
people and I was always the artsy one. I was 
well-liked in private, but when it came to 
social events everyone got really snobby on 
me. It was the ‘80s and it was a lot like one 
of those Molly Ringwald movies. 

Miss Erika: What type of music did you 
set out to play that you hadn’t played 
before? What made you want to combine 
garage rock with sick electronic keyboards 
and synthesizers? 

Alicja: I think it came from me teaching 
myself how to play instead of having some- 
one who I imitated. Making home record- 
ings and not really having any limits. There 
were also all these really messed up garage 
punk bands that I’d see out. They’d play a 





show outside and be really wasted in the 
middle of the day. Everyone that was out 
there was stoned, drinking, and doing acid. 
I was fourteen and I’d wonder, “What the 
hell is going on? Who are these people? 
These people are crazy.” It was intimidat- 
ing and weird but then it sunk in that there 
were never any environmental restrictions. 
People don’t move to Memphis to make it 
in music. 

Miss Erika: They move to Nashville. 
[laughs] 

Alicja: They move to Nashville. Make no 
money, be a toolbag, and feel like shit 
about it. [laughs] 

Miss Erika: Or be a bouncer at a shitty bar. 
Why are your home recordings popular? 
Alicja: Well, I used to make CD-Rs to sell 
for cheap or give away on tour of some of 
my non-band related home recordings. I 


made one called Pop. It wasn’t all about 
death and destruction as directly as Lost 
Sounds. Then I ran out of those and changed 
the name to 1/3 Songs That Aren't Right for 
Any of My Other Bands to Play, which 
somehow got up on Soul Seek (an internet 
file sharing site). I think I made like fifteen 
or twenty of these and then it turned into 
Black Sunday. I redid, added to, and created 
some more songs specifically for that. For 
anyone familiar with the process of home 
recording, these songs were made haphaz- 
ard; just making them to make them, with no 
particular attention to form or quality. That is 
why they sound like a pile of dirty laundry. 
You’ve got your stinky socks that have to be 
washed and your brand new t-shirt you just 
want to soften up a bit. Then your really dirty 
jeans mixed with the “I’m not sure if it’s 
dirty but it’s on the floor and I’m not going 
smell it to find out.” Then, finally, the 
“where and who did this come from laun- 
dry.” Yep, it’s bunch of sweaty clothes. 
Miss Erika: Why do you think you have so 
much on your plate at once and you’re real- 
ly productive? 

Alicja: I think a lot of the reason I got really 
productive for a while is I was trying to catch 
up for lost time. I had gone to college. I had 
lived in New Orleans for a year and was 
drunk the whole time. Then I went to art 
school. I finally just decided that I wanted to 
do something in music when I was twenty- 
three or so. Now I lost track of the question! 
Oh, yeah, so many things on my plate! Well, 
during the Lost Sounds it was really bad. I 
was in really damaging relationship and I 
think I got a lot going so I could escape 
‘cause I was miserable. 

Miss Erika: Do you think that misery and 
bad things occurring—with just enough 
good things and personal satisfaction—gave 
you some kind of creative catalyst to writing 
awesome songs that are pretty dark but real- 
ly well put together and catchy? 

Alicja: I definitely think that even the best, 
happiest-sounding song has dark overtones 
in it. I would definitely say that hate and 
anger really inspire songs and sometimes 
really, really beautiful songs. [The food 
arrives] Damn, that looks great! You can try 
anything from my plate you want. I got too 
much. You’re eating a southern meal now. 
Miss Erika: Aw, man. I’m so excited! 
Alicja: The meal has just arrived and there’s 
a huge stack of cornbread pancakes. 

Miss Erika: Field greens, macaroni and 
cheese. 

Alicja: Fried chicken, mashed potatoes with 
homemade gravy, candied yams, cabbage. 
Miss Erika: I believe they were called 
creamed potatoes. I’m expecting them to 
totally kick ass. So why do you think that 
you’re so self-sufficient in the sense that you 


Runs Contaminated Records 


(wAwcontaminatedrecords.com) 


Currently a member of: 

+ River City Tanlines, Black Knight 
T (Misprint, 2004), Gimme 
Whatever T' (Goodby e Boozy, 
2005), Devil Made Me Do It'T' 
(Contaminated, 2005), and All 7 
Inches Plus ? More CD (Dirtnap, 
2005). Upcoming LP on Soul Is 
Cheap and Get Away L" (Kenrock) 
*Black Sunday. Tronic Blanc LP 
(Dirtnap, 2005) 

* Nervous Patterns. Self-titled 
album (Cochon, 2004) and You 
Can't Change TT (Zaxxon Virile 
Action, 2005) 

* Mouserocket. Youve Alright T 
(Loverly), a song on Makeshift Music 
compilations 1 2, a Missing Teeth 
T’ (Wrecked-Em, 2003), and a self- 
titled album (Empty, 2004) 

+ Destruction Unit 

* Ron Franklin Entertainers 

(version #5) 


Has been a member of: 

* The Lost Sounds. Designed all 
album covers and t-shirts. Lost 
Sounds releases: 
www.lostsounds.net/ releases.html. 
*Ultracats. A track on Holy Cobra 
Society compilation (2005) and 
upcoming T' on Raw Deluxe 

* The Fitts. [Can't Break Away T 
(Contaminated, 1999) and I Have to 
Laugh T (Bigneck, 2003) 

+ The Clears. Self-titled (Smells Like 
Records, 1907) and an LP on Failed 
Pilot. Credited as "Daphne 
Diaphanous.” Also designed the 
cover for The Clears’ debut album. 
*CC Riders. 9-song CD-R 

* Ron Franklin Entertainers 

(version #5) 





: Original Three and plays organ on 
one song. Upcoming T'on Empty 
Records 

* The Oscars. Blow Yourself Up CD- 
R (Contaminated) 

* Catholic Boys. Hurt to Hate and 
Actin ‘Stupid T's. Also plays synth 
on them. 


Recorded & Engineered: 

+The Reatards. Grown Up Fucked Up 
- Evil Amy C3 Conguer Human Life 
and split 7’ with Bury the Living. 
*The Reigning Sound. 

Too Much Guitar 


Has "Appeared" in: 

. {V: iva L'American} Death Ray 
{Musik}, the Oscars, Wet Labia, 
Rusty Nails, Vending Machine, and 
Girls on Fire 

Y Played organ and sang on Jack 
Oblivian's So Lo album. 

* Lead vocals on Sons Of Cyns' 
"Begging Me for More" on the Rock ‘n 
Rollercoaster (2004) 

5 Bassholes/ Monsieur Jeffrey Evans 
tour 7" (2001). Involved in tracks on 
it, one by Monsieur Jeffrey 

Evans/ Nick Diablo/, Alicja Trout: 
"Sweatshop Blues’ {Claude Long} 
and one by Don Howland solo: 
"Cowgirl Blues" {J essie Mae 
Hemphill} (dB's Records, 2001) 

* The Singles (1997-1999) Lover: y 
Music 2xCD (Loverly Music, 2000). 
Her track is called "Robot." 

5 "Guntown," on The Sore Losers 2 x 
LP/CD (Sy mpathy For The Record 
Industry, 1997). Credited as 
"Daphne Diaphanous." 

*The Satyrs, (Loverly, 1996) and A 
History of Mem phis Garage Rock: 
The 90s CD (Shangri-La, 2004) 

* Will appear as lead and back-up 
vocalist on upcoming album by 


Harlan T. Bobo. 


can have other creative partners but you 
don’t rely on them completely. You do so 
well on your solo work, where most people 
need a band to complete their creative 
goals. You’re amongst a small group like 
King Louie and Ryan Wong that hold their 
own. Why do you think that is? 

Alicja: I guess you just have to simply 
be really into playing. I don’t think any 
of us feel that we do well alone. I think, 
in a way, we all worry that we can’t do it 
by ourselves. Maybe we feel we’re bet- 
ter when we have the right combination 
of people. 

Miss Erika: You guys really stick togeth- 
er. Would you consider them you peers in 
that respect? 

Alicja: I definitely consider Louie my 
peer. He was someone I watched along 
time ago. Without directly doing it, he 


helped influence me. Watching him and 
liking what he did steered me. Ryan was 
the first one out of that group to be not be 
afraid to say he liked electronic stuff and 
darker-themed stuff: lyrics and music that 
didn’t come from the garage. 

Miss Erika: Have you ever been on tour 
and been mistaken for someone in the 
band’s girlfriend? 

Alicja: I don’t want to get into the sexism 
thing but I definitely get treated different 
when people know who I am and when 
they don’t know. People can be assholes to 
me when they don’t know who I am. 
They’ll find out and totally change their 
attitude. They'll see me setting up the 
merch table and the bartenders will be 
standoffish. It’s pretty weird. It depends on 
how you’re dressed, too. It’s not a world 
for fragile girls. 


Miss Erika: So what other creative outlets 
do you have? 

Alicja: Making T-shirts and posters. The 
visual aspect of everything. I try to work 
day jobs every once in a while. This sum- 
mer I was teaching cartooning to little 
kids. I looked at that as a creative outlet 
rather than a job. It was temporary and it 
made me think differently. It put my draw- 
ing on the spot ‘cause the kids would 
always ask me to draw them. It was fun but 
sometimes it was annoying. 

Miss Erika: Do you think being in a band 
and touring so often hinders your personal 
life? 

Alicja: Oh, definitely. Guys look at you 
differently. They think what you do is real- 
ly cool but they don’t look at you like wife 
material. Or you'll have a great relation- 
ship going and you go out on tour and 





when you get back it’s hard. You go out and 
have this totally new experience and come 
back a little different and get back to some- 
one who’s relatively unchanged. 

Miss Erika: Do you think you'll ever 
regret devoting so much of yourself to 
music and not cultivating a relationship? 
Alicja: No. I see so many bored people. 
At least ’'m not bored. I get unhappy 
sometimes but I’m very happy with what 
I’ve done. 

Miss Erika: It’s like deciding to become 
a priest. 

Alicja: It’s deciding to dedicate yourself to 
this thing that’s so not together. 

Miss Erika: But you do it all in a very 
organized way. You have your shit together. 
Has there ever been a time when you want- 
ed to say, “Fuck it. Fuck this. I’m done.”’? 
Alicja: I think I did that when I decided to 
let the Lost Sounds go. I had worked so 
hard on that band. I’ve switched gears since 
then. I took time to enjoy this summer and 
go swimming, watch movies, and do some 
fun shit. I just stopped being so driven to 
produce, produce, produce. 

Miss Erika: So the personal relationships 
you have with the people in your band 
directly affect the band. Do you think with 
the River City Tanlines you found a combi- 
nation that congeals well? 

Alicja: I hope so. They’re easy to travel 
with ‘cause they’re not babies. They’re 
friends and they’re funny. It’s great to 
watch them banter back and forth. 

Miss Erika: What made you decide that 
you wanted to start putting out bands? 
Alicja: Well, I don’t make much off the 
label. I make money from the mail order. It 
started ‘cause I was in a band with three 
girls. We all knew that girls bands don’t last 
very long so we put out our own records. 
Then we put out the Ponys and it was fun. 
Then I started to reissue other records that 
had sold out, like the Feelers. It’s really fun 


making records and giving them to the 
bands... Try this yam. It’s really good. 
Miss Erika: What does the future hold 
for you? 

Alicja: I haven’t decided what I want per- 
sonally. The idea of being in a relationship 
with somebody that I do music with is a 
little scary. At the same time, it’s pretty 
weird going from town to town and having 
little flings... I don’t know what to say 
about that. I want to put out a Kajun SS 
album or something by King Louie. It’d be 
interesting to do an LP on my label, con- 
tinue the mail order, and continue touring. 
Mainly, I want to turn Black Sunday into a 
band. I'd like to have two bands that are 
really different from each other. The 
Tanlines, that are broken-down garage, 
and Black Sunday, which’ll be more 
organized. It’s like getting the elements of 
the Lost Sounds and putting them into two 
different bands; Black Sunday being a con- 
tinuation of Nervous Patterns. I’ve basical- 
ly taken songs that didn’t work with the 
band, stuff that would be on Lost Sounds 
demos but not Lost Sounds. The next 
Black Sunday record is a 7” and will be 
done as a band. We are going to doa 7” in 
the style of the Freestone Killed By Death 
7° where one song is very arty and the 
other is stupid and raw. 

Miss Erika: What are some of your vices? 
Alicja: Drinking and having tons of crush- 
es on boys. Being insecure. 

Miss Erika: Do you think you have 
underground popularity status? Like 
people being overly nice to you or peo- 
ple you don’t even know hating you 
based on gossip? 

Alicja: People have treated me like I do 
but I don’t really feel. I don’t like it when 
people who don’t know me talk shit about 
me on public message boards. I also don’t 
like when people impose that celebrity on 


themselves. This girl from a Canadian 
band asked me, “Don’t you find it so 
insulting to run off stage and immediately 
have to be the merch girl for your band? I 
pay someone to do my merch.” I told her 
that I didn’t find it insulting at all. 

Miss Erika: Do you think there needs to 
be that element of interaction with people 
that like your music, whether it’s selling 
merch or just being at the bar? 

Alicja: I sell the merch. I want to tell them 
what the records sound like. I’ve designed 
the shirts. ’ ve designed the record covers. 
I think, for the most part, it works better 
than running back stage and playing rock 
star. When we were in Europe, everyone 
was back stage drinkin’ up the alcohol and 
I was out talking to everybody. I think I 
had a more fulfilling time talking to the 
people at the bar. Did you like the chicken? 
Miss Erika: The chicken was fucking 
awesome. 


With that being said, what are you 
doing? —Miss Erika 






























The Gun Club is one of Los 
Angeles’s greatest bands. 


Lead singer, guitarist, and figurehead 
Jeffrey Lee Pierce fits in easily with 
the genius songwriting of Arthur Lee 
(Love), Chris Hillman (Byrds), and 
John Doe  and_ Exene _ (xX). 
Unfortunately, neither he nor his 
band achieved the notoriety of his fel- 
low luminary Angelinos. 

From 1979 to 1996, Jeffrey manned the 
Gun Club ship through thick and mostly 
thin. Understandably, the initial Fire of 
Love and Miami lineup of Ward Dotson 
(guitar), Rob Ritter (bass), Jeffrey Lee 
Pierce (vocals/guitar) and Terry Graham 
(drums) remains the most beloved; setting 
the spooky, blues-punk template for future 
Gun Club releases. At the time of its 
release, Fire of Love was heralded by East 
Coast critics as one of the best albums of 
1981. Unfortunately, Los Angeles didn’t 
see the album in the same light, account- 
ing for much of the band’s time in New 
York. When brilliant, formidable bassist 
Rob Ritter (1955-1991) left the fold in 
1982, the initial lineup was broken. A 
revolving lineup and the artistically suc- 
cessful The Las Vegas Story followed. The 
Gun Club remained dormant until a solidi- 
fied lineup of Jeffrey Lee Pierce (vocals, 
guitar), Kid Congo Powers (guitar), Romi 
Mori (bass) and Nick Sanderson (drums) 
reconvened for their 1987 surreal master- 
piece, Mother Juno. Soldiering on until 
1994, this lineup (sans Congo Powers for 
the Lucky Jim record) released three full- 
lengths and an EP. Then the unexpected 
happen: Jeffrey Lee Pierce passed away 
due to a brain hemorrhage on March 31, 
1996 at the age of thirty-seven. At the time 
of his death, Jeffrey was working on his 
autobiography (Go Tell Mountain) and a 
new lineup of the Gun Club with musical 
soul mate Kid Congo Powers. 

What follows is a chronological oral 
account of those close to Jeffrey and vari- 
ous Gun Clubbers, whose playing was inte- 
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gral to the Gun Club’s artistic success. All 
of the following interviews were conduct- 
ed between March and August of 2005. 
Some were conducted at the interviewees’ 
respective homes (Ward Dotson, Jeffrey’s 
sister Jacqui Pierce and brother-in-law 
Johnny Faretra), at Millie’s on Sunset (Keith 
Morris), via long distance telephone (Kid 
Congo Powers, Romi Mori and Terry 
Graham) and one by a quick email (Alice 
Bag). The closing lines belong to Leon 
Catfish, guitarist/singer of The Guilty 
Hearts and lead guitar player of my 
favorite current L.A. band, the Starvations. 
Leon and | were talking outside of a Guilty 
Hearts show about the usual—the Gun 
Club and Rob Ritter—when it struck me 
just how important the Gun Club are. Leon 
and | are clocking in at or under the quar- 
ter century mark and continuously discuss 
a band that hasn’t existed in over a decade. 
Leon plays his Telecaster in his own 
refreshing, unique manner, but in a style 
unmistakably influenced by Jeffrey. Just as 
Jeffrey took influence from Bo Diddley, 
Jimi Hendrix and Howlin’ Wolf, we today 
reach back into his rich catalogue for influ- 
ence; proving the Gun Club is not 
ephemeral. Innovators are not forgotten. 


This piece is dedicated to Jeffrey Lee Pierce 
and Rob Ritter. 


Photos provided by the Pierce family. 


Jacqui Pierce: My uncle Fred was a jazz 
musician, so we grew up with music. My 
Mom collected 45s—mostly R&B and soul. 
Jeffrey was ten years old and started taking 
lessons to learn how to play guitar, and he 
stuck with it. A lot of people don’t do that, but 
he really loved it. He practiced a lot in his 
room. He would play “Stairway to Heaven” 
over and over again. We knew he had a love 
for music and was set on learning how to play. 


Kid Congo Powers: I met Jeffrey in 1978. We 
were in line to see Pere Ubu and I had seen 
Jeffrey around a lot. We were always in line— 
this was during the punk explosion—and there 


were a lot of shows in Los Angeles that you 
had to go to. And on this particular night I was 
like, “Who is this guy anyway?” He was wear- 
ing a white vinyl trench coat with white girl’s 
cowboy boots and a polka dot shirt. We start- 
ed talking and got drunk. That first day he 
said, “You should be in a band with me,” and 
I had never played in a band before. I had 
always been a music fan. I was like, “Well, 
okay, whatever,” and he said that I should be 
the singer. I told him definitely not. And he 
said, “You could be the guitar player.” I told 
him, “TI don’t play guitar.” And he said, “Oh, 
that’s not a problem, I can show you some 
things.” And it happened really spontaneously. 
It wasn’t too long afterwards that we actually 
started playing around with some people and 
making a really terrible, terrible noise. 


Terry Graham: I started college here in 
Denton, Texas, but it was basically a seed store 
with a few cows—it was hideous. I had to go 
to Los Angeles. My cousin lived out there and 
I thought film school would be cool. But then 
you go to UCLA and USC and you realize 
you’re not going to get in just by walking in; 
it’s a little different than that. The next thing 


you know, I go to Kim Fowley’s New Wave t 


Night at The Whiskey and the rest is history. 


Keith Morris: Jeffrey and I were living in 
Inglewood, right in the middle of the Bloods 
and the Crypts, but they never messed with us. 
There were probably only six white people in 
the neighborhood and we looked like a couple 
of freaks anyway. I walked around the neigh- 
borhood and I didn’t care. The gang members, 
if they think you’re insane, they won’t mess 
with you. And Jeffrey looked like a freak, too. 
He had bleached blonde hair. 


Kid Congo Powers: Jeffrey and I really hit 
it off because we had both traveled a lot—to 
Europe, around the United States, 
Jamaica—and he was writing for Slash 
magazine. He was really into reggae and we 
both had that in common. We were only 
nineteen or twenty at the time and a lot of 
people we knew hadn’t done that. We were 
also interested in New York music. I was 

















running a Ramones fan club and Jeffrey was 
doing the Blondie one. 


Jacqui Pierce: Jeffrey was already hanging 
out at music spots because he was doing inter- 
views. I think that was what drove him to be a 
musician, to actually get a band together, 
because he was interviewing people so much. 
And, he was around the scene. I’m sure he 
must have thought, “I can do that.” So he 
eventually formed his first band, the Red 
Lights. At that time, he was influenced by 
Blondie, Talking Heads, Television—big time 
Television fan, Tom Verlaine—some Bowie 
and Lou Reed. 


Pleasant Gehman: Jeffrey was the one who 
started me in music. He kept telling me I 
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drunk. I can’t remember why but Johnny 
Nation and Jeffrey got into a fistfight and Brad 
joined in. It was terrible! We sounded like a 
train wreck, there was a fight on stage, and 
everyone could hardly stand up. We were so 
horrible that Black Flag—God only knows 
why—was in the audience and thought it was 
amazing, that it was the most punk rock thing 
they had ever seen, and asked us to open up for 
them. But that was the only time we ever 
played because no one wanted to be together 
anymore. We were trying to be a pop-rocka- 
billy band and we became the most crazy punk 
rock band—Jeffrey threw up in a bucket on 
the side of the stage. The whole thing was out 
of control. I think it was kind of concurrent 
with the Red Lights, but they only played a 
few gigs—maybe two or three. 


WAS ALWAYS A GOOD TARD WITH THE 


apartment waiting for him to get ready to go 
somewhere. I started looking through his 
bookshelf. He had the French philosophers 
with the text in French. I told him I didn’t 
know he could read French and he told me he 
had taught himself. I had taken two years of 
French in high school and thought I was pret- 
ty smart because I could order food and ask for 
directions in French, but Rob burst my bubble. 


Jacqui Pierce: Phast Phreddie was a music 
historian. Phast Phreddie really loved jazz and 
the Beat scene, not the Warhol scene, but the 
Beat scene from way back in the ‘50s. 
Phreddie worked at Rhino (Records), so it was 
so convenient. Jeffrey and Phreddie would 
meet up and chat, and play some great records. 


GUN CLUB, 


FUCKING WITH PEOPLE, eur ryere’s a way TO 00 IT 


ieee ee Oana ey POORLY. 


should have a band. I kept saying, “I don’t 
want a band,” and he goes, “Well, you would 
make a great singer.” And I would go, “I don’t 
know how to sing.” So he would tell me this 
every time he saw me. And then finally one 
day he said, “You should have a band and you 
should be the singer.” And I said, “I don’t want 
that. I don’t want to put one together,’ and he 
said, “I already put one together for you.” We 
were called the Cyclones—this was before the 
Gun Club. Jeffrey played guitar and so did 
Johnny Nation. There was a guy named John 
on standup bass and Brad Dunning, who is 
now a really famous interior decorator, on 
drums and I was singing. We used to rehearse 
at Jeffrey’s mother’s house in Pacoima. We 
were horrible. There was no PA, so I was 
singing out of a guitar amp and basically 
screaming above the noise. A lot of people 
didn’t know how to play what they were play- 
ing, just like I didn’t know what I was doing. 
Jeffrey knew how to play, but Johnny Nation 
was just starting—he was really sucky—I 
mean, he went on to play with Lydia Lunch 
and the Reptiles and all these other things. 
Anyway, our first and only gig was at the one 
and only punk night at Gazzari’s. We were 
opening for the Last and the Go Go’s. I had 
been going out with the drummer and we 
broke up and weren’t talking to each other, 
even though we were rehearsing in a room that 
was six feet by ten feet. So he would say to 
Jeffrey, “Tell the singer that she’s not singing 
in tune.” And then I would say, “Tell the drum- 
mer that he’s not keeping time.”” And for some 
reason before the show everyone got really 


Keith Morris: I had compiled a list of band 
names. Jeffrey was playing in the original 
incarnation of the Gun Club called the 
Creeping Ritual. And he wasn’t really that 
excited with the name, so I came up with the 
name. We swapped the name of the Gun Club 
for the music that would become “Group 
Sex.” And if you listen to that song, you could 
also sing “It’s a Small World After All” along 
with it, and that’s where Jeffrey got it. 


Kid Congo Powers: A lot of people say 
“blues” and “country” when they think of the 
Gun Club, but it was more soul and reggae in 
the beginning. 


Terry Graham: I had known Jeff since day 
one, since he started hanging out. It wasn’t like 
we were close personal friends, but he was one 
of the people in the scene, and he was con- 
stantly blabbing, and I was constantly listen- 
ing for some reason. So I knew of him and I 
knew about his first band, the Red Lights. I 
had seen the Gun Club somewhere, but I did- 
n't really pay much attention. And then I 
talked to Jeff, and he said, “Well, we might 
need some new people.” Rob Ritter and I went 
to the Hong Kong Café and saw him. I thought 
it was pretty cool. It was raw and different. It 
appealed to me because it was a little scary, a 
little slimy, and there were some roots music 
in there, which was interesting. 


Alice Bag: I kinda envied Rob Ritter because 
he was so smart. One day I was in Rob’s 
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Pleasant Gehman: Phast Phreddie was the 
big maven for everybody. He did stuff for me, 
Jeffrey, and the Cramps. First of all, the 
Runaways first show ever was in his living 
room in Glendale. He had all these crazy 
records. We would always come over from a 
club or a night when there was nothing to do 
and we would go to Phreddie’s house or Phil 
and Dave Alvin’s house from the Blasters and 
everybody would bring over their records. 
And Phreddie had this unbelievable, expen- 
sive collection of records from every genre 
and he was always turning people onto the 
blues. I’m sure he played some stuff for Lux 
and Ivy that turned into later Cramps songs, 
covers I mean. He was a huge influence on 
everybody. He had really crazy jazz and blues 
records—all that kind of stuff. 


Terry Graham: We did a show pretty early on 
where Jeffrey came out with a huge bible and 
he had his Colonel Sanders outfit on. And he 
slammed his bible down on the stage and start- 
ed beating it with a chain. Jeff wasn’t the most 
graceful guy on the planet earth, but it worked. 
I thought, “That’s pretty cool: Colonel Sanders 
and the Gun Club.” Some people got the point, 
but doing that kind of stuff and drawing on 
images and references from way back in 
American roots music wasn’t something that 
registered quickly with “punk rock.” And I 
was, and still am, a big fan of any and all new 
music, but this was something that was so dif- 
ferent, and because I’m from Texas, it had a 
great appeal. 


Kid Congo Powers: I was in the Gun 
Club for about a year and a half. We had 
been playing and trying to figure out 
what we were doing. By that time we had 
written “Sex Beat” and “For the Love of 
Ivy’—not all of the songs of the first 
record, but a good deal of them. “For the 
Love of Ivy” was just a stupid, simple 
riff I came up with. Jeffrey redid some of 
the lyrics to make it a more blues-based 
song. We were a big fan of the movie, 
For the Love Ivy with Sydney Poitier, 
and it had a double meaning with Ivy 
from the Cramps. Then the Cramps 
asked me to join them and Jeffrey was 
like “Are you crazy? Of course, join 
them.” They were huge rock stars to us. 
At the time, the Gun Club hadn’t record- 
ed anything. They were a band playing to 
a handful of people. 


Pleasant Gehman: Kid Congo was in a 
band with Jeffrey. That’s when Kid was 
living at Disgraceland (Pleasant’s house 
which, from 1978 to 1988, harbored 
numerous punk fans, musicians, and zine 
kids), and it was called the Creeping 
Ritual. Then he played in the Gun Club 
and that was when the Cramps drafted 
him. Kid and I had been living in New 
York in 1979, and Lux and Ivy were like 
our parents. We were always at Cramps 
gigs. It was a logical progression. Kid 
was in both the Gun Club and the 
Cramps for awhile and then the Cramps 
started touring so he went with them. 


Ward Dotson: Punk rock happened. It 
wasn’t exactly what I wanted, but it was 
close enough. The Ramones—it was 
faster and smart and stupid at the same 
time, if that makes any sense. It was sim- 
ple. Louis Armstrong was asked once, 
“What is good music?” It was a terrible 
question, but he was so cool, he said, 
“Well, if you hear a song and start tapping 
your toe, that’s good music.” It’s not 
brain surgery. So punk rock was the clos- 
est thing and I liked bands like the 
Raspberries, the Who, and Badfinger. I 
was also really getting into rockabilly— 
the Johnny Burnett Trio and the more pedestri- 
an stuff. And then bands like the Cramps, the 
Blasters, and X were already going, and I was 
into bands in that direction. So it makes perfect 
sense that I end up at a Billy Zoom rockabilly 
show—he did these shows once a year outside 
of X with DJ Bonebrake and two other rocka- 
billy dudes—and I went to that and saw Jeff 
Pierce and said, “Hey, are you still looking for 
a guitar player?” I didn’t say, “I want to be in 
your band.” I just said, “Are you still looking 
for a guitar player?” Next day ’m in the Gun 
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Club. Rob and Terry, when I joined the Gun 
Club, I went, “Fuck, man, you guys are great! 
That is a kick-ass rhythm section.” I’m playing 
along to Buddy Holly records in my living 
room one day, and the next day I’m in a shitty 
rehearsal room in Hollywood with a loud-ass 
rhythm section. These guys had been playing 
together for three or four years at this point. 
Being the bass player, you have to lock with 
the drummer—you have to know each other. 
And after being in the band for a very short 
while at the end of a rehearsal, I went to Terry 
and said, ““You’re better than X.” Because I 





Terry Graham, Jeffrey Lee Pierce, Ward Dotson, and Rob Ritter 


don’t think John and DJ locked the way Rob 
and Terry did. They were sexier, they had their 
shit together, and they wrote great songs, but 
they didn’t lock like Rob and Terry did. 


Terry Graham: Rob, Ward and I were a tight 
unit; we understood each other really well. We 
had to be able to do that in order to play behind 
Jeff. If Jeff wasn’t drinking a little bit —and he 
didn’t drink that much at first—he would still 
get on stage and push the envelope and put 
himself right on the edge. If we weren’t this 
tight unit, we couldn’t have played very well 
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behind him. If we played a tight show, it was 
because the three of us back there were mak- 
ing sure that happened. 


Ward Dotson: Nine months after I joined the 
band, Tito Larriva from the Plugz, said, “Hey, 
Ihave this label, Fatima Records, and I’m put- 
ting out half albums. They’re not really EPs, 
they’re the same size a 33 1/3, only you guys 
would have one side.” And another band was 
supposed to have the other side—I can’t 
remember who. So we went into the studio one 
night after hours, like midnight to four or 
something, with this guy and we recorded five 
or six songs. And Tito produced it, if you could 
call it producing; it was just putting mics in 
front of the amps and pushing record. And that 
came out pretty good. And Jeffrey’s connec- 
tion to Slash led him into that office. I think he 
had a crush on some girl that worked there, 
too. And he would go down there and play that 
tape, and it was like half of Fire of Love; what- 
ever five or six songs—I don’t remember 


FIRE OF LOVE (1981) 


Terry Graham: We only had a couple thou- 
sand dollars to do the record and we had time 
booked in one studio. Every song was a first 
take. We just went in there and laid it down, 
then came back and threw a couple more 
things on the first session—which was about 
half the songs—and then we went to another 
studio with Noah Shark and did the same 
thing. We just laid it down and ran because we 
just didn’t have the money to do much more 
than that. Whatever sound there was on there 
was really dependent on the room and its 
acoustics. There wasn’t a whole lot we could 
do to tweak that or manipulate it, but you can 
tell. Half the songs have a much more 
faint/clear sound, and the other half are a little 
bit muddier. And that’s the different studio— 
that’s all it is. It was really fun to do, but it was 
so fast; we were just in and out. We were real- 
ly happy with the way it sounded, considering 


here’s a picture of the band and here’s the 
record. They pressed two thousand and sold 
them in two seconds. 


Terry Graham: I don’t know what hap- 
pened to the bass on Fire of Love. I don’t 
know why on the first two records that the 
bass wasn’t emphasized in the mix. It’s a 
shame because Rob was so incredibly 
good. This guy could take anything, hear it 
once, and not just play it again, but play 
variations of it and it worked perfectly. It 
would be exactly what the music needed. It 
has always pissed me off that it just isn’t 
there. And if it’s not there, then it’s never 
there. It’s not like you can take the master 
and play with it, because it’s just not there. 
I don’t know why. It wasn’t anyone’s 
fault—they weren’t trying to do it. A band 
like Gun Club too, the bass should be a 
serious presence, particularly with Rob. 


A SELECT GROUP OF PEOPLE STOUD OUR GROUND 
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AND TO ME THAT COUNT 
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S MORE THAN ANYTHING THAT HAPPENED SUBSEQUENTLY. 
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which ones they were. And Bob Biggs heard 
it, roaming through the halls and said, “What’s 
that?” And Jeffrey said, “That’s my band.” 
And the Fatima thing fell through somehow. It 
just went belly up and they decided not to do 
it, and Slash said, “Yeah, we’ll do it. Let’s 
record another five or six songs.” I had been in 
the band for a year, but nine months between 
me joining and that first recording, I was like, 
“T don’t think I could do this.” And Jeffrey, 
Terry, and Rob felt the same way. Terry and I 
were going to form some other band. We 
would play shows and get booed right off the 
stage. It was like these punk rockers—if we 
opened for a punk band—going, “Fuck you! 
Get off!” It just wasn’t fun and being around 
Jeffrey was tough, but we just sort of kept 
doing it. And there was good chemistry in 
Rob, Terry, and I and Jeffrey had that indefati- 
gable spirit, a relentless self-promoter: “I’m 
going to do this no matter what.” Dump a 
bucket of shit on his head and he would just 
wipe it off. Whereas I’m able to take no for an 
answer, and Rob and Terry are that way too, so 
we kind of needed Jeffrey, as much as we 
hated him. I was watching some Beatles docu- 
mentary the other day and John Lennon just 
said, “Yeah, we’re the best fucking band in the 
world!” And that’s what carried them and 
that’s kind of what carried the Gun Club. 


the time and money involved. For what we 
were doing and at the time we were doing it, 
we didn’t know what “sound good” meant. So 
we just kind of left it and let go. 


Ward Dotson: We made Fire of Love and 
everyone in the band went, “Wow! We done 
good! It sounds really good. I wonder what 
other people are going to think.” And immedi- 
ately we went from this ass-wipe band to 
being on the front cover of New York Rocker. 
Boston, Minneapolis, Austin—all the college 
towns of the early ‘80s ate it up. It was nice to 
get recognized. Here, in Los Angeles, people 
in the scene already seen us and didn’t like us. 
They’re dumb out here or just less erudite. 
Once you’ve seen some fat, drunk asshole 
insult you, you’re less likely to pause and 
notice how good that record is, and that record 
is pretty good. It is head and shoulders above 
all other records—I’m not saying this because 
I was in the band—it’s just a fact. I didn’t write 
the lyrics, I’m not bragging. Jeffrey’s lyric 
writing was head and shoulders above every- 
one who was around at the time. Robert 
Palmer wrote for The New York Times—The 
New York Times does not review rock 
records—and he reviewed the Gun Club 
record and the Dylan album—I think it was 
Street Legal—and he said, “In with the new 
and out with the old.” Slash didn’t even pro- 
mote it. They just did the basic send out— 
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Ward Dotson: Jeffrey already knew Chris 
Stein. Jeffrey was president of the Blondie Fan 
Club a few years earlier. Some of my positive 
memories of Jeffrey are trying to get to sleep 
in a motel room, lethargic from a show or 
drunk or high or whatever, and just talking 
about ‘60s records. He was such a music fan. 
He liked a lot of the same stuff I did. I remem- 
ber going into record stores and him going, 
“Oh, you don’t have this record? Here, you 
should get this record,” and that was really 
cool. He was totally into Blondie. I can’t 
remember how the record went down, but 
Chris Stein had this little label, Animal, which 
was just a vanity label; it really was just 
Chrysalis. He got to make the worst Iggy Pop 
record, a James White album, and the Gun 
Club record. Chris was really sick at the time. 
He had come down with that virus he had. 
That record, which should have been done in a 
week, took two and a half to three months. 
Chris had to keep going back to the hospital. 
We would get to meet Iggy. He showed up 
during the middle of the recording sessions 
with Chris Stein and that was positive. That 
record—I wish I still had the tape—I had just 
a rough mix after we were done with every- 
thing; I just had the engineer set the faders up, 


pop in a cassette, and run me off 
the whole album so I could have 
something to take home. That 
version was ten times better than 
the mixed version. The mixed 
version, the ball knob they turned 
down to two. They removed the 
rock’n’roll from it. The record 
doesn’t sound cohesive. That 
band was a live band. It wasn’t an 
overdub, studio thing. I don’t 
know what those other records 
sound like, I seriously have never 
heard one note off of The Las 
Vegas Story on, but with those 
records, I wish someone would 
go back and remix or re-master 
them. But Chris Stein was a great 
guy, a total pro. He had us step it 
up a notch, get a little bit more 
professional, and worry about 
things being in tune. I don’t know 
if he was the right guy to make 
the second album, but it was a 
positive experience. 


Terry Graham: We really hated that recording 
session for Miami, or at least the band did. It 
was a horrible tiny little room. We didn’t like 
it. It was non-motivating, uninspired, and not 
fun at all to make that record. Jeff, of course, 
was thrilled because he was working with 
Chris Stein and Deborah Harry comes in and 
does some things in the studio and Clem 
Burke (drummer of Blondie) is dropping by. 
Jeff’s beginning to feel like he’s one of the 
stars—he’s hobnobbing with the stars. And 
that’s fine, I don’t blame him for that, it was 
just kind of getting to his head a little bit. But 
for the rest of us, it was dreadful. I think had 
he not been so star-struck, he would have also 
felt that it was dreadful. To be in this shitty lit- 
tle studio, of all the studios in New York, and 
try to create something completely from the 
board—you just don’t want to do that. You 
want a room with something into it. When I 
recorded with The Cramps, we recorded in a 
huge room at A&M in L.A., because we could 
get natural reverb, get some stuff in the board, 
and play with it a little bit and have fun with 
that, get creative. 


Ward Dotson: Rob was just like, “Ahhh! I 
just want to make this record and get the hell 
out of the band.” We were all happy that he 
stuck around. He was out of the band before 
the record even came out. Jeffrey was pissed 
off at him. I was pissed off at him. I liked 
going to sound check—most people loathe 
going to sound check—and Terry and I were 
like, “Yeah, we get to play with Rob for an 
hour without Jeffrey, and just screw around.” I 
was bummed at him. He was a great guy to 
have in a band. He didn’t say anything. He 


didn’t cause any problems, other than being 
strung out. But even then, he wouldn’t snap at 
anybody. I remember playing shows with him 
and seeing him almost nodding out, almost 
asleep—and he would play the bass really 
low—and catch him leaning up against the 
SVT (amp cabinet) and him playing perfectly. 
Yeah, he quit. He was in that band 45 Grave. 
Those were his friends. I remember running 
into him later and him saying, “Man, I didn’t 
really realize it when I was in the band that we 
were kind of popular and that we were making 
money. All I could think was I can’t stand 
being around Jeffrey. Even though 45 Grave is 
only popular in L.A., those are my friends and 
I would rather hang out with them.” That’s 
how I felt too. All the contracts were signed in 
Jeffrey’s name. He got all the publishing. We 
were really around to promote his solo career. 
It wasn’t a band. It was really obvious of that. 
Jeffrey was constantly so hard to be around, 
and only an idiot would have stuck that out. I 
look at the other people who stuck it out only 
because they’re idiots. That’s fairly judgmen- 
tal, but it’s the truth. I even know that Terry 
went back for more and quit in the middle of a 
tour. Nobody quits in the middle of a tour, and 
that happened in that band with several peo- 
ple. We went to Europe for a mini-tour; we 
played like five shows in London, Paris, and 
Dresden. I was really excited. I remember 
going up to the tour manager and him saying, 
“Ward, just shut up. Just don’t say anything. 
Do you know how many people would like to 
be in your shoes? You’re on tour making 
money, not working, having girls throw them- 
selves at you—all the rock star stuff—so just 
shut up or you’re not going to be in the band 






- ty le ory 
photo by Ed Colver 


much longer.” Basically what happened was 
we did one more tour of the States and 
halfway into it I was like, “I might end up 
murdering this guy. I can’t take it.” 

At the end of the tour, with like three of four 
shows left, a roadie came up and said, “Hey, I 
just heard Jeff on the phone booking a flight 
out of here and going home.” He wasn’t even 
going to tell the band. He was going to ditch 
us. So I went in there and said, “Hey, mother- 
fucker, you’re finishing this tour. Don’t pull 
this shit. This is bullshit.” So we finished the 
tour and then that was it. He never called me. 
I just heard there was a new Gun Club record 
out and I wasn’t on it. Everything was handled 
in the absolute worst fashion. I think back on 
it now, and Jeffrey was twenty-three or twen- 
ty-four and I was twenty-two, and that’s how 
kids act. I can’t complain about anything. I 
don’t work, I live in paradise, and I can do 
whatever I want. 


Kid Congo Powers: One day, Jeffrey’s band 
had quit on him going on an Australian tour. 
Terry and Jim Duckworth (guitarist who 
briefly played with the band after Ward’s 
departure) had decided at the airport not to go 
on this Australian tour. And so Patricia 
Morrison (Rob Ritter’s replacement on bass) 
and Jeffrey ended up in Australia. I get a 
phone call from Jeffrey asking if I could come 
to Australia tomorrow. I had already fallen out 
of the Cramps and Jeffrey had been living with 
me at the time, so I said, “Well, I’m not doing 
anything else. Sure, I'll come to Australia.” It 
was a really fun and crazy tour. People reacted 
really well to it, and it was decided that I 
would stay. 


THE LAS VEGAS 
ST 


JURY (1984 


Kid Congo Powers: I had remained really 
close friends with Jeffrey this whole period. 
Patricia, I hadn’t met, but I had known from 
the Bags. It was different because Jeffrey was 
playing guitar and was further along with his 
songwriting. We both had had a lot of experi- 
ence and that was also a difference—we had 
started with no experience and then when we 
reconvened we had a lot of experience. That 
was a new dynamic and we were not interest- 
ed in doing what we had done before and we 
were interested in a lot of literature—William 
Burroughs and Beat writers. We were also 
listening to a lot of jazz. A lot of different 
things happened. It was great. 


WE WERE AT A POINT WHERE 
ALTOHOL WERE 
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because I left towards the end of it. I went over 
there with my girlfriend Amy. They didn’t like 
her coming too much, and I don’t really blame 
them now—I could see why they wouldn’t. I 
don’t think I would have either, unless I liked 
the person and she seemed to add to the mix. 
And Amy was very quiet and friendly, took no 
drugs, so they had no excuse not to like her— 
you couldn’t help but like her. But at the same 
time, it’s a band and you want to do your tour. 
So we go over there and immediately it was, 
“We’re gonna stay here. We’re not gonna go 
back to the U.S.” So I knew my time with the 
Gun Club was over, ‘cause there was no way I 
was going to move to London. It had no attrac- 
tion to me whatsoever. Then after five weeks 
of touring, someone broke into the van outside 
of a club in Manchester—no crime England— 
and not only stole my camera, which, who 
cares? They stole all the video tapes. I had 
about fifteen hours worth of taped interviews 


“We’re going to a nightclub. Do you want to 
go?” And I said, “Yeah,” and we all went. I 
didn’t really mention that I played guitar or 
bass, and then when I went to Jeffrey’s hotel 
room, I just picked up his guitar and started 
playing along to the records he was playing— 
I can’t remember which ones they were—and 
he was really impressed. He was like, “Wow, 
you should do something.” And I said, 
“What?” And he said, “You should play with 
me.” And that evening we started. He was just 
about to start his solo albums. 


SULU YEARS 
(1985/1986) 


Romi Mori: I did his solo tour, but I didn’t 
play on the albums. It was really miserable in 
America. The tours were disorganized. 
America is so big and we would have to drive 
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Terry Graham: I rejoined the Gun Club and 
we did The Las Vegas Story. And of course 
that recording session was pretty good—that 
was the first “real” recording session that real- 
ly felt like one, in a good studio. I don’t really 
like the songs on that record except “Walkin’ 
with the Beast.” It was a great sound, at least a 
professional sound. 


Kid Congo Powers: The Las Vegas Story was 
the biggest thing we had done. We had a big 
budget for us and support from the record 
label. We actually got a producer-producer, 
not just a friend. We actually wanted John 
Cale (bassist of the Velvet Underground, solo 
artist, producer) to produce the record but he 
wasn’t available or he wanted too much 
money, so we ended up talking to Jeff Erich 
(producer) and it sounded like it would be 
good. He brought a touch of professionalism 
to us. I look at that time as one of the strongest 
times. We had vision and a good handle on 
musicianship and we weren’t too fucked up. 
We were at a point where drugs and alcohol 
were still working in our favor, if that’s possi- 
ble—tright before it dampens the creative 
process, which it eventually always does. 
People talk about Jeffrey being so difficult and 
a fuckup, but when it came time, especially for 
recording, he was right there. 


Terry Graham: I remember that last 
European tour—kind of hard for me to forget 


and every show we did. While we played, 
Amy taped us—all of it gone. That was the 
final straw for me. That was the end of it. I was 
really upset. Now, I don’t regret leaving, but I 
do regret that I didn’t just finish the tour, just 
for the experience. The animosity I felt was 
very real. 


Kid Congo Powers: Our concerts were really 
big and good, but then we kept booking 
shows, which was both good and bad because 
people got burned out. People started fighting 
and we all got horrible to be around. Being 
that close together is hard on a long-term basis 
and we were pretty volatile people. That ended 
up in a complete disaster. Terry left the tour 
and we kept going with a pickup drummer, 
which was an awful thing to do. Prior to that, 
we were so on. We were so tight, but when 
Terry left we could only do the most basic 
songs. It was really soul crushing. So we 
ended the tour and just decided we would end 
doing the band. There was too much drugs, 
alcohol, and fighting. 


Romi Mori: I was in school bands and would 
play with mates. We would cover the 
Runaways and things like that. I did bits and 
pieces but was never really serious. I was a big 
fan of the Gun Club and went to see them play. 
Some people say, “I introduced you to 
Jeffrey,” but I’m quite sure I was at the show 
with friends and Jeffrey came up to me and 
started talking. He was really nice. He said, 


for hours a day in August, when it was so hot. 
Lots of gigs would get cancelled and we did- 
n’t make money. It was just going really 
downhill. And in the end, the tour manager 
nicked some money and disappeared, which 
wasn’t very nice. 


MOTHER JUNO (1987) 


Kid Congo Powers: So the Gun Club kind of 
ended for a couple years. We pursued other 
things. I stayed in touch with Jeffrey and 
would see him when he would play his shows 
and we all ended up in staying in Europe: 
Jeffrey, Patricia and I. I played in a band with 
Patricia for awhile. Jeffrey did his solo thing 
with Romi and Nick. So when both of our 
things imploded or reached their logical end, 
Jeffrey and I decided to hatch a new plan. He 
had gotten together with Romi, who was a gui- 
tarist and a bass player, and Nick was up for 
whatever with drumming. Every time Jeffrey 
and I do something, it has to be called the Gun 
Club, so we decided to record an album. I had 
been living in Berlin and recording with Nick 
Cave, so we came to Berlin, which had a 
cheap studio. We made that album, Mother 
Juno, with Robin Guthrie from the Cocteau 
Twins. Guthrie produced that record. 


Romi Mori: Jeffrey really, really didn’t want 
to talk about the Gun Club for a couple years. 
He wasn’t very happy with his experience. 
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Then Kid and Jeffrey started talking again, and 
probably they just started talking about doing 
it again with different people. So then I joined 
as a bass player and Nick joined as the drum- 
mer. They did a short tour in the UK while I 
was ill in Japan, so Barry Adamson played 
bass instead. 


Kid Congo Powers: The songwriting on that 
record went back to L.A. Strangely enough, it 
was a very international album, recorded in 
Berlin and with a British producer, but a lot of 
the stuff like “Yellow Eyes” and “Lupita 
Screams” are very L.A. Jeffrey was saying he 
was thinking of things he heard from out of the 
garage in El Monte. We were on that tip. 


Romi Mori: We were talking about recording 
and I remember Peter Hook of New Order 
wanted to produce Mother Juno. When I met 
Jeffrey, he was really into Bob Dylan. He was 
playing Bob Dylan every day and I got really 
sick of it. I was really into Cocteau Twins, so I 
introduced him to the Cocteau Twins’ 
Treasure, and he really, really fell in love with 
it; he had never heard anything like that in his 
life. So he listened to it almost every day. Then 
when we were in L.A. we were taking a walk 
along the Sunset Strip and we bumped into 
Robin and Liz from the Cocteau Twins. It was 
just so weird because we were just talking 
about them. We became friends, and then 


Robin really wanted to produce Mother Juno, 
so we chose Robin over Peter Hook. I think 
we did the right thing. 


Kid Congo Powers: There were a lot of 
extremes going on at the time of Mother Juno. 
There was extreme partying and extreme 
sobriety. Sometimes you didn’t know what to 
believe. And sometimes the energy was really, 
really manic, which might have fueled a lot of 
good creativity, but I’m not sure if that was a 
good way to be. At that time I wasn’t hanging 
around Jeffrey a lot. I was living in Berlin, so 
we would get together to record and play, and 
then I would go back to Berlin. After the 
Mother Juno tour, I got straight and Jeffrey 
would go back and forth. I ducked out of all of 
that. I then moved back to California. I 
changed my life. This was a point where my 
involvement with Jeffrey was strictly about 
music. And then I would hear people freaking 
out about Jeffrey to get straight and sober. You 
would hear one thing and see another. He was 
my good friend of a million years at this point. 
We would be talking and it would be fun. You 


can’t force someone to get straight—you 
can’t lock them up and make them do it. He 
would really go between those extremes. And 
also he was becoming very physically ill with 
hepatitis C and liver damage. There was a lot 
of stuff going on in my own life: friends 
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dying of AIDS. Being a gay artist at my age, 
it happened a lot. In the ‘80s it happened on 
a crazy level and in the mid-‘90s there was 
another weird wave of it. It was horrible. So 
it was hard to keep track on what was going 
on with Jeffrey. 


Romi Mori: Jeffrey had “The Breaking 
Hands” months and months before we started 
recording Mother Juno. He told Robin, “I 
have this song and maybe we could work on 
it.” And Robin came up with all the bells, and 
Jeffrey was really, really in love with it. 
Jeffrey would write guitar bits, then he would 
write with Nick on drums, and then I’d play 
bass and Kid would play guitar and finally 
Jeffrey would finish his vocals; so it was 
rather awkward really. So we would never 
really be together writing. The Mother Juno 
tour was brilliant. We had loads of people 
coming to see us. We did quite a lot of touring 
in Europe. It was the best moment. Jeffrey 
was really into it—he was all over the place 
on stage. He was brilliant. 
















Kid Congo Powers: The first Mother Juno tour 
was really great. I felt like people were like, 
“Wow, the Gun Club is amazing!” And then by 
the second and third legs, Jeffrey started getting 
messy again and it got worse and worse. People 
were getting really fed up with seeing the Gun 
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Club. They would wonder whether it would be 
good or whether Jeffrey would end up mum- 
bling and walking off stage just to fuck every- 
thing up, to fuck with people. That was always 
a good card with the Gun Club, fucking with 
people, but there’s a way to do it well and a way 
to do it poorly. I could see the audience dwin- 
dling and the band losing interest and the focus 
leaving. Finally, I decided to do my own thing 
and I couldn’t be a part of it anymore. That was 
before they made the Lucky Jim record. I was 
already living in Los Angeles by this time and 
they were still living in London. I would rather 
go out on a good note. 


Romi Mori: At the end of the Mother Juno 
tour, Jeffrey was very ill without realizing he 
had a very serious illness. So he went back to 
L.A. after the tour and went to the hospital and 
found out he had cirrhosis of the liver. He had 
to stop drinking and it was obviously very 
hard for him, being a serious drinker. So, he 
did successfully and he tried desperately to 
find a hobby. He tried shopping. He tried 
everything. He was always like, “Let’s go 
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shopping, let’s go shopping!” And I said, “You 
must be joking!” And he would say, “Oh, no! 
Let’s go!” He tried it, but I don’t think he liked 
it. He was okay for about two years. He didn’t 
drink at all. So we didn’t drink around him. 
We were trying very hard for his health. 


PASTORAL HIDE 
AND SEEK (1990) 


Kid Congo Powers: Making Pastoral Hide 
and Seek was really not the most focused of 
records. I just showed up, did my thing, and 
left. I had very little to do with what was going 
on. It was really Jeffrey and Romi’s trip. 
Jeffrey really wanted to play his guitar more. 
They were together a lot and they could play 
together. There were a few moments on the 
record that were good, but by and large it was- 
n’t an energized masterpiece like Mother Juno 
or The Las Vegas Story might have been for 
me, personally. 


Romi Mori: Jeffrey wasn’t drinking during 
this time. We didn’t really have the edge dur- 
ing Pastoral Hide and Seek that we had during 
the Mother Juno period. All the energy and 
ideas came from Jeffrey being drunk, so with- 
out alcohol it must have been confusing. 
Obviously he was depressed. The drink sup- 
ported him. I can’t really compare this period 
to the first three albums. I think “Temptation 
and I’ is a fantastic song. Jeffrey couldn’t 
quite come out with an idea. “I Hear Your 
Heart Singing” is a very, very old song. It was 
written for The Las Vegas Story or maybe 
before. We would work the songs out together. 
I wrote the guitar solos on that song. I’m not a 
hundred percent certain, but I think that last 
solo is by Jeffrey, but those first two are mine. 
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LUCKY JIM (1994) 


Romi Mori: It was awful and depressing mak- 
ing Lucky Jim. It was bad. Because of where 
we were, the junk situation was quite easy for 
Jeffrey; Holland has drugs everywhere. 
Without realizing he was on drugs, we were 
recording and the rhythm was completely 
gone. He couldn’t play in time—it was so hard 
to play with him. He was insisting that he was 
right and that we were wrong. I had to play 
some of the guitar bits; he was quite happy let- 
ting me play some of the guitar parts. It was 
very sad. 
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Terry Graham: Years and years passed before 
I talked to Jeff again, but when I did, there was 
no bad feeling at all. We kind of shook hands 
and that was cool. And that was the last time I 
saw him. It must have been a year before he 
died. To me, I felt that all this water was well 
under the bridge. And the point is, Jeff, is that 
you and me and a select group of other people 
stood our ground when disco was ruling the 
planet like a dinosaur and to me that counts 
more than anything that happened subsequent- 
ly. The fact that we had the guts to be some- 
thing different in the face of a hideous cul- 
ture—or lack of a culture. And that’s always 
been my attitude ever since then, about any- 
body and anything concerned with that scene. 


Keith Morris: We actually checked Jeffrey 
into a rehab/hospital down in Marina Del Rey 
against his will. Mike Martt (guitar player of 
Tex and the Horseheads) and I had to take him 
down. He was already dying. Our friend Sal 
who ran the Viper Room said, “Hey, look, I’ve 


got a doctor in Beverly Hills. P'll pay for the 
visit.” We took Jeffrey to this doctor and he 
gave Jeffrey three months. This was a couple 
of months before he died. He wanted to go 
back to Japan because he had fallen in love 
with a nurse over there. He thought he could 
go back over there and she would take care of 
him. One of the problems was that he had been 
kicked out of the country by the U.S. 
Consulate. So we checked him into this hospi- 
tal/rehab and the doctor there said, “Don’t 
believe what the doctor in Beverly Hills told 
you about him having only three months to 
live. I can get him over to UCLA Hospital and 
we can cut him open and have a transplant and 
give him a new organ. He’ll be all right. P'll 
supervise the operation and let the students 
work on him and we’ll get him back in shape.” 
And we we’re totally into that. Jeffrey was 
angry because the money used to get him into 
rehab was money that he would have used to 
fly back to Japan. 


Kid Congo Powers: Jeffrey came back to Los 
Angeles and some people had convinced him 
to make a concert to play the hits with Mike 
Martt from Tex and the Horseheads and a cou- 
ple other guys. It seemed like a fun thing to do 
and maybe a good time to do it. Jeffrey wasn’t 
too fucked up at first. We did this show at the 
Viper Room, and it was really, really good. It 
was really fun and great. Then a couple 
months later we did another one and it was 
really terrible. I was getting fucked up again. I 
think that was the last thing we did. I don’t 
think he played any shows after that. 
Certainly, I didn’t. Some people said that was 
really great and amazing, because a lot of peo- 
ple hadn’t seen it. But if you had seen it, it 
wasn’t so great. It was really quite sad and 
horrible. Jeffrey looked bad. After that he had 
gone to his father’s to dry out. 


Jacqui Pierce: He had been in rehab at least 
three times or more trying to clean up his act. 
A lot of people make him out to be this tor- 
mented artist who just drank himself to death, 
but he could have committed suicide. He 
could have gone a lot earlier had he chosen to 
leave this earth because of all the pain. He did- 
n’t want to die. He wanted to live. 


Pleasant Gehman: They played their last 
show at my Ringling Sister’s Benefit—this 
was when I had that group the Ringling Sisters. 
We used to put on these charity benefits for 
thirteen years every Christmas. Henry Rollins, 
X, Concrete Blonde, 7 Year Bitch, Babes in 
Toyland—all these amazing people would play 
on them—even River Phoenix played on one 
once with Flea. It was all for the kids. We gave 
every cent to charity. So Jeffrey’s last show 
was at the Ringling Sister’s benefit. He looked 
terrible. I’ve known so many people who are 
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dead now—Exene’s sister Muriel (passed 
away in 1980), Rik L. Rik. (singer of F-Word; 
passed away in 2000), Lance Loud (singer of 
the Mumps; passed away in 2001)—I can’t 
even think of it now how many there are. It 
wasn’t the first time it happened to me and it 
definitely wasn’t the last time either. It was a 
closure experience, writing his obituary. It’s 
because you know the person and you know 
aspects of them that someone who just got 
assigned to do it wouldn’t know. I remember 
one fun thing about Jeffrey no one would 
believe: Jeffrey, Tex, Levi (Dexter), Belinda 
(Carlisle), I and a bunch of other people went 
to see E.T. and we are all sitting in the theatre 
on Hollywood Boulevard and Jeffrey was just 
bawling during the beginning part where E.T. 
was getting chased. After that movie was when 
he announced that Tex was in a band that he 
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had put together for her called Tex and the 
Horseheads. 


Kid Congo Powers: I was talking to Jeffrey 
again. He said that he was sobering up again at 
his father’s and that he was trying to finish up 
that book he was writing for Henry Rollins. 
We had been talking about doing another proj- 
ect and we’ll call it the Gun Club. And Jeffrey 
would come to New York, so I started looking 
for people, and people said, “Of course, I 
would love to do something with Jeffrey Lee 
Pierce.” I told him when he got his stuff 
together to come out here and we’ll do some- 
thing. He had been reading me some of the 
stuff he had been writing—a lot of the crazy 
passages, like where Isaac Hayes is calling 
him on a radio tower, and we were just hyster- 
ically laughing over the phone. And he assured 
me that he was doing well. I was always hear- 
ing from other people that Jeffrey was really 
sick and it was really, really bad. I would call 
Jeffrey and he would say, “They are crazy and 
that it’s not that bad.” And I would say, “I saw 
you. It’s really bad.” He would say, “I’m get- 
ting my shit together. I’m in Utah and I’m 
going to meetings and I’m taking it easy.” And 
I believe that’s what he was doing there. 

But then one day his body said, “No more.” 
That’s when he died. It was a shocking ending. 
Some people were not shocked at all, and real- 
ly thinking about it later, I shouldn’t have been 
shocked. This person was in very, very poor 
health and expired. It was still kind of shock- 
ing to me. Part of it was that I was in denial 


that he would die. It was the end of my col- 
laborator; the person who taught me how to 
play guitar; the person who for years I had 
done stuff with and can only communicate in 
a certain way with—a brother. That was the 
end of an era. And it has been very sad. I went 
through a lot of stuff over it. So it’s good, all 
of these reissues and re-interest and circular 
amount of time—ten years of him dying and 
twenty years of being a band. It’s good and 
I’m actually able to talk about it in hindsight. 
I’m really proud of it and appreciative of it. 
And I have an appreciation that people still 
appreciate it. And I appreciate that people rec- 
ognize Jeffrey as kind of a visionary and a 
great songwriter. And for as self-destructive as 
he was, he was a million times more creative. 
That’s the thing I always like to point out. 
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Miami, Death Party EP and The Las Vegas 
Story Reissues 


Jacqui Pierce: After awhile, going to the trib- 
ute gigs, people would ask, “What happened 
to Miami?” 


Johnny Faretra: We had been working on it 
the whole time and no one would do it. 


Jacqui Pierce: The thing is we didn’t want 
lawsuits. We didn’t want to cause trouble, but 
we wanted them out, so we kept trying. I had 
talked to so many people; I even talked to 


Ward at Tomata Du Plenty’s (front man of the 
Screamers; passed away in 2000) funeral, and 
I hadn’t seen Ward in years—I guess Jeffrey 
and Ward had some problems and didn’t get 
along. I went up to Ward and talked to him— 
he was doing really great. I asked him about 
Miami, and he said, “Well, they should just 
give that stuff away.” I went, “I don’t under- 
stand? What do you mean, ‘give it away’?” 
We don’t even know who it belongs to. So we 
had to find help and Chris Stein was a big help 
because he actually produced the album and 
told me that they had no contract and that the 
band was paid as they went. And that was that. 


Johnny Faretra: Seven years later. 


Jacqui Pierce: We are really proud. Long 
Gone John (owner of Sympathy Records) did 
a great job. 
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Leon Catfish: Jeffrey’s influence isn’t only in 
my music, but in music in general. Sometimes 
people don’t realize the impact the Gun Club 
had on the music they love. Recently, I’ve run 
into more Gun Club fans, and I always wish 
for more. The disease that is the Gun Club 
should spread, like it should have back then, 
when they were still in their prime. In the spir- 
it of Jeffrey, and the Gun Club, I spread the 
disease that is the blues, and we hope it stays 
strong. It will be for me, at least. é 
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Amy Adoyzie 
Top Five Films to Get Your Cantonese On 
* God of Cookery (1996) 

¢ Happy Together (1997) 

¢ Fantasia (2004) 

¢ Biozombie (1998) 

¢ Kung Fu Hustle (2004) 


Aphid Peewit 
¢ Dean Dirg, The Chimpanzee EP 7” 
¢ Dead Stop, J Just Want to Take a Walk 7” 
¢ Kill the Hippies, Erectospective 
¢ Dead Boys, Live at CBGB’s 1977 DVD 
¢ Kurt Vonnegut, 
A Man without a Country (book) 


Ben Snakepit 
¢ Flamingo 50, Two Birds One Stone 7” 
¢ Annalise, Here’s to Hope 
¢ Bent Outta Shape, Stray Dog Town 
¢ Onion Flavored Rings, 
Two Minutes’ Enlightenment 
¢ Blotto/Altaira, split 7” 


Brian Mosher 
¢ Kevin K and the Real Kool Kats, 
Perfect Sin 
¢ The Holograms, 
Night of 1000 Ex-Boyfriends 
¢ Emily Grogan, iO 
¢ Downbeat 5, Victory Motel 
¢ The Irreverends, self-titled 


Buttertooth 
¢ Shark Pants, Porno Snakehead 
¢ Unwound, 
Challenge for a Civilized Society 
¢ Old Time Relijun, Lost Light 
¢ ADDIC, Keepin’ It Real 
¢ Howard Zinn, A People’s History of the 
United States (book) 






Designated Dale 
¢ The Riverboat Gamblers on the seeming- 
ly-endless Warped Tour this past summer. 
And every single, solitary band on that 
tour knows the RBG set the bar for those 
weeks on the road, whether or not they 
wanna fucking admit it. 

¢ Throw Rag's third LP of rock, /3 Ft. and 
Rising. The Rock and Roll Hall of Fame 
shouldn't induct these guys; they need to 
give them a set of keys to the place. 

¢ The Pointed Sticks collective re-issue. 
And you thought all bands in the ‘80s 
were nothing more than bleached hair & 
Aqua Net. Shame on you. 

¢ Rhino's Just Say Sire: The Sire Records 
Legacy Story box set. It’s about damn 
time. Long live Seymour Stein! 

¢ Last, but certainly not least, moving in 
with my beautiful Yvonne and her two 
lovely children: a white, twenty-pound 
feline slab named Bowie and a black, 
ultra-slinky kitty named Sasha. 


Chris Devlin 
¢ Two Gallants at the El Cid in L.A. I love 
a good two piece. 
¢ The Orphans and the Tyrades at the 
Silver Lake Lounge in L.A. It was a high 
energy show which culminated in Wade 
from the Orphans doing a line of coke 
from the back of his bass. 
¢ The Doo Rag reunion show. They played 
while women wrestled topless in the ladies 
room. Hooray! 
¢ The Weird Lovemakers reunion show. 
¢ The Knockout Pills at the Club Congress 
20th anniversary weekend in Tucson, AZ. 


Donofthedead 
* Go Betty Go, Nothing Is More 
¢ Municipal Waste, Hazardous Mutation 
¢ Crow, live 
¢ The Soviettes, LP III 
¢ Hellshock, Warlord 7” 





Gabe Rock 
¢ The Bananas, Onion Flavored Rings, 
Defiance Ohio, and This Bike Is a Pipe 
Bomb generator show 

¢ Ludicra at Elbo Room 

¢ Cage, Aesop Rock, EL-P, Yak Ballz, and 
Silent Army at Slim’s. 

¢ The Knitters and Gillian Welch at the 
San Francisco Bluegrass Festival. 

¢ Can I just say the Fest now? 


Jessica Thiringer 
¢ Concombre Zombi, Daylight Comes 
¢ Immortal Lee County Killers, 
These Bones Will Rise to Love You 
¢ Various Artists, 
Return of the Hot Rod Zombies 
¢ New Order, Power, Corruption & Lies 
¢ The Blasters, American Music 


Jim Ruland 
¢ The Briefs, Steal Yer Heart 
¢ The Tossers, 
The Valley of the Shadow of Death 
¢ Dead Kennedys, Fresh Fruit for Rotting 
Vegetables: 25th Anniversary 
¢ Last Target, One Shot, One Kill 
¢ Jim Ruland, Big Lonesome. When you 
put it on the turntable it tells you how wise 
and good looking you are... 


Jimmy Alvarado 
¢ The Diffs, self-titled 
¢ Aesop Rock, Labor Days 
¢ Broken Bones, Dem Bones 
¢ Out Cold, Planned Accidents 7” 
¢ Various Artists, Keats Rides a Harley 


Josh Benke 
¢ Reigning Sound, /’// Cry 7” 
¢ Various Artists, Ikon Records Story 
¢ The Carbonas, Blackout 7” 
¢ Tokyo Electron, self-titled 
¢ The Coasters, Greatest Hits 


Kat Jetson 
¢ Shag’s “LA by Night” exhibit at La Luz 
de Jesus gallery 
¢ Metric, Live It Out 


Math’s hard. Ten ts too high. Here are th a fives. 


Mostly music. But we're not fascists, so there are other things, ne 














¢ Liz Phair at the Troubadour 
¢ Radio Vago’s last show 
¢ Kathy Valentine at Amoeba 


Kurt Morris 


¢ K Composite zine 

¢ Pelican 

¢ Welcome to Flavor Country #4 

¢ Indian food 

¢ Truman Capote, In Cold Blood (book) 


Megan Pants 
¢ The Bananas, A Slippery Subject 
¢ Bent Outta Shape, Stray Dog Town 
¢ Rumbleseat, Js Dead 
¢ Against Me!, 
Searching for a Former Clarity 
¢ Sexy, Por Vida 


Mike Frame 
¢ George Brigman, Jungle Rot 
¢ Billy Joe Shaver, The Real Deal 
¢ The Nagg, self-titled 
¢ Funeral Shock, self-titled 
¢ The Penetrators, Basement Anthology 


Newtim 
Top Five Favorite Songs at the Moment 
¢ Firestarter, “You’re Too Late” 
¢ The Resonars, “Under Garden” 
¢ The Raspberries, “I Wanna Be with You” 
¢ Los Saicos, “Salvaje” 
¢ Johnathan Richman, 
“Roller Coaster by the Sea” 


Rhythm Chicken 
¢ The Replacements, 
All for Nothing, Nothing for All 
¢ Aluminum Knot Eye, Trunk Lunker 
¢ Gene Autry, Always Your Pal 
¢ No Knife, Riot for Romance 
¢ Radio Krakow, Polish radio. Last night 
we were at our landlord’s home for dinner 
and she was playing Radio Krakow in the 
background and suddenly we hear the DKs 
“Kill the Poor’ No shit! Abby and I just 
sort of looked at each other in astonish- 
ment! Coolest radio station EVER! 


Sean Koepenick 
¢ The Factory Incident at Fort Reno on 
7/25/05, Washington, D.C. Outside in the 
summer heat with John “Stabb” Schroeder 
serenading the crowd while the entire band 
brings the rock. Swelteringly good. 
¢ The Warped Tour at the Nissan Pavilion 
on 8/10/05, Bristow, VA. Highlights includ- 
ed the Street Dogs, the Riverboat 
Gamblers, and Valient Thorr taking the 





whole crowd to Venus on their dime. 

¢ Rambling Shadows at Cafe Mawonaj on 
9/10/05, Washington, D.C. Ex-Crippled 
Pilgrims and High Back Chairs members 
perform a rousing set of originals that 
recalled bands like Mission of Burma and 
the Stooges at their peak. 

¢ Looters DC at the Black Cat on 9/16/05, 
Washington, D.C. All-star D.C. cover band 
featuring Brian Baker, Mark Haggerty, and 
Dante Ferrando rip through a short set of 
covers from bands like the Buzzcocks and 
Stiff Little Fingers with reckless abandon. 
¢ The Frank and Walters at the 
International Guitar Festival on 9/25/05 in 
Clonakilty, Ireland. Brit pop with an edge 
with intriguing support from Hy Brazil. 
Cheap pints, too! 


Speedway Randy 
Top Five DVDs on repeat 
¢ The Brown Bunny 
¢ Burden of Dreams 
¢ Kings of the Sky 
¢ Point Blank 
¢ The ‘70s Dimension 


Todd Taylor 
¢ The Minds, We Got the Pop 7” 
¢ The Regulations, self-titled 
¢ The Observers, Where I Stay 7” 
¢ The Weird Lovemakers and Doo Rag, 
live at Club Congress’ 20th Anniversary 
¢ This Is My Fist!, a compilation we made 
for fun on the computer with all their 
released tracks 


Ty Stranglehold 
¢ Moving back to Victoria 
¢ Hoosegow skate decks 
¢ Skull Skates Resist Control DVD 
¢ The Subhumans (Canada) reforming 


RAZORCAKE GUESTS 


Cissie of the Pedestrians 
¢ The Observers, Where I Stay 7” 
¢ Government Warning, No Way Out 7” 
¢ Busy Signals, Love and Dust 7” 
¢ Skitkids, Valkomna Till Paradiset 7” 
¢ The Regulations/Bayonettes, 
live at the Ice Factory 


Colin of the Observers 
¢ The Regulations, self-titled 
¢ The Minds, We Got the Pop 7” 
e ANS, Romancing the Phone 7” 
¢ The Raids, demo tape 
¢ No Heroes, self-titled 7” 


Damian of Fucked Up 
¢ MC Wildcat, In the Flesh 
¢ Soul Swallower, self-titled 7” 
¢ Dirty B.S., self-titled 7” 
¢ Terminal State, Your Rules 12” 
¢ Hammer, Blue 12” 


lan of the Observers 
¢ that Born/Dead 7” I traded a T-shirt for 
¢ No Heroes, self-titled 7” 
¢ Wolfgang Williams and the Punk Rock 
Faggots show at Reed College on 10/14 
¢ No! show at the Fuck Pit in July 
¢ No!, demo tape 


Jason of the Knockout Pills 
¢ The Kill-A-Watts, Circuit Breaker Love 
(still!) and the Monitors stuff I've down- 
loaded. Sagger, too. Milwaukee! 
Milwaukee! 
¢ The Mothballs all making out with 
Hadda “Bad” Day live and in person. 
Awesome. 
¢ Fucked Up and Bill Bondsmen records 
across the board. (HC square off! Two 
bands enter! No one leaves!) Shit: Easy 
Action live and on record, too! Get the 
fuck out of my way! 
¢ Every damn Shark Pants live show to 
date. I sound like a broken record when it 
comes to this band. 
¢ At least a hundred MP3 blogs that I visit 
multiple times a day all across this great 
world; I need seventeen lives all in a row 
to hear everything I've been downloading. 
It's finally the future, so I'm using it to 
catch up with the past. Dilute! Dilute! 
Don't drink soap! 


Justin of the Chinese Telephones 
¢ The Marked Men, She Won't Know 7” 
¢ Busy Signals, Love and Dust 7” 
¢ Cleveland Bound Death Sentence, 
Gateway Handshake 7° 
* Quest for Fire, live 
¢ Lefty Loosie, demo tape 


Matt of Four Deadly Questions 
¢ Basement Black, Recovery Stories and 
Worn-out Welcomes 
¢ Teenage Bottlerocket, Total 
¢ Reigning Sound, Home for Orphans 
¢ The Soviettes, LP IT 
¢ The Observers, So What's Left Now? 


Paul of Tiltwheel 
¢ Dillinger Four and Toys That Kill at the 
Fuck Yeah Fest in Echo Park, CA. 
¢ Blotto and the Urchin at Watts in Tokyo 
¢ The Arrivals at Hangouts in Wheeling, IL 
¢ I Excuse at Club East in Kyoto, Japan 
¢ Vena Cava at Chasers in San Diego 


Russ of the Tim Version 
¢ Hot New Mexicans, 
It’s Called Leaning Back 
¢ Grabass Charlestons, Ask Mark Twain 
¢ Cleveland Bound Death Sentence, 
Gateway Handshake 7° 
¢ Driveway Speeding, 
Reasons Are Not Answers 
¢ Blotto/Altaira, split 7” 
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Hey Goober: Full 
album art is 
required for 


review. 
Pre releases go 
into the trash. 


ACTIVE SAC: Beavers Were Once 
the Size of Bears: CDEP 

Singing out of tune about why you don’t 
deserve to have cereal is a sure way to 
avoid getting laid, which is probably the 
void this EP was made to fill in the first 
place. Too bad the title is so good. 
—Megan (www.activesac.com) 


ACTUAL BIRDS: 

The Sky Is Full of Ghosts: CD 

Hey, this guy gets two points for trying 
to make this look like an actual CD 
rather than just some shitty, tossed- 
together demo. Unfortunately, the back 
patting kind of has to stop there. Actual 
Birds is one dude and a four-track, with 
the occasional buddy helping him out 
vocally or instrumentally. At its best it 
occasionally sounds like an older and 
fatigued Soophie Nun Squad when they 
decide to go a capella. But mostly it 
sounds like some nasally voiced dude 
singing folk songs in someone’s base- 
ment with too much reverb in the mike. 
—Keith Rosson (C.T.E.C.) 


AGAINST ME!: 

Searching for a Former Clarity: CD 

This band has not been my cup of tea, but 
I do not discount their music. I never put 
in a lot of time to get into their music. Not 
to disregard my opinions, other staffers at 
Razorcake are fans and put in more lis- 
tening time than I ever have. I was really 
impressed with their DVD, We’re Not 
Coming Home. I really got a good charge 
watching that DVD and appreciated their 
efforts more. But this release shows a lot 
of maturity. The band seems to have 
pushed past what was preconceived as 
their sound and looked for more chal- 
lenges. The opening track’s vibe remind- 
ed me of a cross of the Pogues meets Tom 
Waits. On others, I got the same feeling 
of musical challenge as if listening to 
Fugazi. I might get ripped for this, but I 
hear things on this release that could even 
be compared to Franz Ferdinand. So for 
me, I’m pretty intrigued by this one. It 
now goes into the car and into heavy rota- 
tion to see if I become one of the con- 
verted. -Donofthedead (Fat) 


AGAINST ME!: 

Searching for a Former Clarity: CD 

Todd and I decided we wouldn’t form an 
opinion on this for a week. We played it at 
HQ every day, and did quite a bit of talk- 
ing over it. I was impressed that they tack- 
led the issues that they were going 
through as they were becoming a more 
successful band. That sounds awful when 
I read it, but here’s my thinking: there 
have been a lot of bands who start to 
become successful, get kind of freaked 
out about it, and don’t address it. Hot 
Water Music has been brought up along 
these lines a lot in our discussions. I think 
that for Against Me! to actually write 
about what they’re going through as far as 
growing pains, feeling compromised, and 
questioning themselves is highly com- 
mendable. The willingness to be that hon- 
est with what they’re going through, and 
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THIS RECORD MAKES YOU 
WANNA SPRAY PAINT YOUR 
GIRLFRIEND'S NAME ON A 


BRIDGE. 


to knowingly open themselves to what 
I’m assuming is going to be a lot of criti- 
cism takes a courage that most people just 
don’t have. For that, I’m really proud of 
them. At the beginning of the week, I was- 
n’t sure how I felt about the music. On the 
whole, it isn’t nearly as instantly catchy as 
their previous releases. They put 
“Problems” on there, which has been one 
of my favorite live songs for some time 
now, and “Condaleeza” kept getting stuck 
in my head. By the end of the week I liked 
it. I really liked it a lot. It grows on you a 
bit slower than the rest, but once it takes 
hold, there’s no shaking it. I know there’s 
going to be nay-sayers, but I, for one, still 
have my tent spikes planted firmly in the 
supportive camp. —Megan (Fat) 


AK47: The Fucking Enemy: CD 

There are cops in riot gear on the cover 
and a war image on the back—any idea 
what this is gonna sound like? Actually, 
this is not the Dis-worship that image 
might conjure up. It’s pretty damn good 
fast hardcore for the most part. Tows the 
line between Vitamin X/Tear It Up hyper 
thrash and Strike Anywhere/Trial By Fire 
style melody. This is just the kind of hard- 
core that I like. I imagine these kids would 
tear some serious ass in a live setting. 
—Mike Frame (Reason) 


ANNALISE: Here’s to Hope: CD 

I could sit here all day and draw compar- 
isons to Exeter, UK and Minneapolis, MN 
and bust out big names like Hiisker Dii 
and Dillinger Four mixed together, and 
point out how this band also runs the 
Cavern Club in their hometown of Exeter, 
much like D4 runs the Triple Rock. I 
could also waste your time talking about 
how they really sound like Samiam or 
pre-throat surgery Jawbreaker and even a 
little bit of Superchunk. And I suppose I 
could mention how much I like the lyrics 
and cover art and stuff, but instead of all 
that I'll just say HOLY FUCK! This is 
amazing. I could listen to this over and 
over again all day. Oh wait, I already did. 
—Ben Snakepit (No Idea) 


-Ben Snakepit 





ANOTHER OPPRESSIVE SYSTEM: 
Discography 2000-2004: CD 

Let’s face it, in this day and age there are 
those bands that defy classification and 
those who don’t. Another Oppressive 
System falls into the latter category. The 
telling elements include: gas masks and 
assault rifles on the cover; black and white 
album art; more than a few skeletons; use 
of Stencil font; on Profane Existence; 
song titles that include “Release the 
Dogs” and “Desperate Cry for Change.” 
You know what you’ re getting into before 
you even crack the jewel case open. This 
CD contains the songs from four split 7s 
and their self-titled one. There are brief 
moments where they’ve almost got that 
same kind of urgency and undercurrent of 
melody that Tragedy utilizes so well, but 
most of the time they just sound like a 
slightly-better-than-average crust band. 
—Keith Rosson (Profane Existence) 


ANS: Romancing the Phone: 7" 

Two mid-tempo ditties and two thrashers 
with an ‘80s feel and lyrics about alien- 
ation, Rove-America and skateboarding 
make for one sweet little hardcore disc. 
Excuse me while I crank this motherfuck- 
er up and piss off my neighbors. Fuck 
yeah, man, I needed this. —Jimmy 
Alvarado (Banal Existence) 


ATTACK FORMATION: 

Somebody As Anybody: CD 

Noisy skronk rock. “Russian (Glacier 
Song)” was interesting, but the rest kinda 
came and went without evoking much of 
a reaction either way. Jimmy Alvarado 
(www.australiancattlegod.com) 


AUTISTIC YOUTH: 

Banned from the Roseland: 7" 

Some pretty good snotty, catchy punk 
from Portland, OR. There is a Diskords 
member in the ranks and there is a lot of 
good youthful energy here. Dumb, 
pissed, and fun—you can sure as hell do 
a lot worse. For fans of the early, Wimpy- 
era Queers, this is as good as it gets. 
Looks like there is an Autistic Youth full- 
length out now as well. Now when are we 


gonna see that second Diskords LP? 
—Mike Frame (Blind Spot) 


BALZAC: Out of the Grave 

and into the Dark: CD/DVD 

Here is the second domestic release from 
Japan’s horror punks. This includes the 
Came out of the Grave LP that came out 
last year on the band’s own Diwphalanx 
label in Japan and G-Force Records out of 
Germany. Also included are the tracks 
from the Dark-ism EP that was released 
earlier this year in Japan. Throw in the 
bonus track “Gimme Some Truth,” and 
you get a jammed pack release. But wait, 
there is more! There is a bonus DVD with 
three music videos, a short movie, five 
songs shot from a live performance in 
Tokyo, and five more songs. What a pack- 
age! That is even more than was offered in 
the 2003 domestic release of Beyond the 
Darkness. So that is a lot of bang for your 
buck. The way the exchange rate is with 
the Euro or Yen, you will spending some 
bucks to get all this stuff. Don’t know who 
this band is? Well, simply put, this band 
from Japan are heavily influenced by the 
Misfits and Samhain. They took what 
those bands had started and improved 
upon it. Now they have built a large cult 
of fans around the world with their brand 
of horror punk. Their popularity in Japan 
can be compared to that of AFI in the 
states. So check out another great band 
from Japan and see what the excitement is 
about. If you are hooked, look up 
Horrorwood Distribution to pick up those 
Japanese-only releases that will fill up 
your appetite. -Donofthedead (Misfits) 


BETTIE AFTER MIDNIGHT: 

Exploits of a Girl Gang: CD 

For a power trio, Bettie After Midnight is 
a pretty heavy outfit. Think L7 and a 
select few of the punk/metal bands that 
were ruling the early ‘90s. Choice cuts 
here: “Step Aside,” “The Last Time,” and 
“Lorax” (this isn’t Dr. Seuss’ Lorax, is it? 
You have Razorcake’s own Gary H. as a 
fan if it is). The rest of the disc kinda runs 
together, not that that’s such a bad thing— 
it’s just not my cup o’ tea. I could totally 
see these NYC-based ladies supporting 
Rob Zombie on a states tour, so if Gene 
Simmons is thinking of swooping in on 
them, he needs to clear that shit up with 
Mr. Zombie first (Rob’s a better choice 
anyway). If they keep more of the upbeat 
tunes coming without going poppy and 
switch off on vocal duties a bit more, 
Bettie After Midnight just may give all the 
half-assed punkers with instruments a 
serious run for their money. —Designated 
Dale (www.bettieaftermidnight.com) 


BLACK DAHLIAS: Self-titled: 7” 

Close but not quite. I mean, really close. 
They’re really close to power pop. 
They’re really close to straight-ahead 
punk. But it’s one of those deals that I, as 
a reviewer, fully agree that I’m not going 
to be much help. I don’t think I’d ever put 
it on again by myself but I wouldn’t com- 
plain if someone else put it on. There’s 
something that just doesn’t click for me, 
yet all the parts are sitting there like pieces 
to an un-put-together puzzle. Like the 
Black Dahlia herself, for some reason, 
these songs seem cut in two and bled, 
instead of them being bouncing, fleshy, 
and full of life—and I can’t tell you why. 
It’s recorded well. It’s sounds fine, but it 
just rolls on by without much of an 
impression. —Todd (Plastic Idol) 


BLACK LIPS!: 

Does She Want b/w Stoned: 7" 

With all the talk of the Black Lips! mani- 
acal and projectile puke-filled shows and 


band-playful stuffed gorilla fights with 
the Tyrades, it’d be easy to try to cast 
them off as a live experience, like a skin- 
ny, poor GWAR with trigger-like gag 
reflexes. These two tracks from their 
first ever recording session in 2000 in 
Atlanta dispel that shit. “Does She 
Want” is stompy reverie, along the lines 
of the Porch Ghouls or Almighty Do Me 
A Favor, where old country meets new 
fire, alcohol abuse, and a shitty van 
idling in the background. “Stoned” fol- 
lows suit. What’s satisfying is how cock- 
sure these songs are; not relying on 
speed, antics, or gimmicks to give them 
power. Just two simple, solid, well- 
placed punches. —Todd (Slovenly) 


BLANK STARE: Self-titled: 7” 

Being that I a.) drink, and very much like 
drinking and b.) am not really in the 
mood to go and kill pimps (as “Choice or 
Coercion” suggests the listener consid- 
er), I have to hand it to Blank Stare for 
nailing a.) some really impressive crew 
shouts b.) ratcheting tight-as-hell break- 
downs c.) pounding out hardcore power- 
chords that scream like pterodactyls 
dragging chains all over the place and d.) 
seem to be thinking a bit outside of the 
box (“a cross is a cross, no matter which 
way you turn it.”). Tight, cranked, and 
occasionally sneaky hardcore in the best 
sense of the words. Fans of leave-’em- 
bloody-and-smiling music, like Vitamin 
X, Negative Approach, and Spasm 151 
would do well to pick this self-released 
T’ up. -Todd (Blank Stare) 


BLOTTO/ ALTAIRA: Split: 7” 

Blotto is easily the best punk band in 
Japan, and a good contender for one of 
the best punk bands in the world. I mean, 
they pretty much sound like Crimpshrine, 
Fifteen, and Shotwell, but pushed ridicu- 


lously over the top, in classic Japanese 
style. Altaira broke up, unfortunately. 
This is a post-mortem release to support 
their post-mortem Japanese tour last sum- 
mer, but like all zombies, the risen-from- 
the-grave Altaira is pretty damn cool. Hot 
Water Music/Avail style drunken front 
porch Florida punk. Along with Yusuke’s 
totally awesome cover art, this record 
makes you wanna spray paint your girl- 
friend’s name on a bridge. —Ben Snakepit 
(Snuffy Smile) 


BOMB, THE: Indecision: CD 

The Bomb is the latest project from Jeff 
Pezzati of Naked Raygun. It also fea- 
tures ex-members of the Story So Far 
and the Methadones. The twelve songs 
on here were produced by J. Robbins of 
Jawbox and Burning Airlines fame. It 
was also recorded at Great Western 
Recording Company, which is run by 
one of the guys from Hum. One would 
think that would mean that the Bomb 
isn’t so much a punk band as they might 
be an emo or alternative rock act. But 
those people would be wrong. The songs 
on this album have lots of solid backing 
harmonies as well as slightly melodic 
guitar riffs, not to mention Pezzati’s 
vocals which seem to utter the phrase 
“Who Hey Ho” in great frequency. The 
lyrics aren’t all throwaways, though, and 
the songs are upbeat even if the combi- 
nation of Pezzati’s vocals and the guitar 
tones leave off more of a melancholy 
feeling overall (which seems to be a con- 
sistent theme with J. Robbins-produced 
projects). As someone who has never 
been real impressed with Thick Records 
stuff, this caught me off guard and is by 
far the best thing I’ve ever heard from 
this label. For those who like their punk 
with a little more emotional edge or for 
those who are fans of Naked Raygun, the 


Bomb might be worth checking out. 
—Kurt Morris (Thick) 


BRADY BASTARDS: The Deep End: CD 

I have a good friend named Sean Brady. 
He has about fifteen nicknames for me. 
He and his twin brother tend to address 
people as madam, as in “I apologize 
madam; it’s about to get awesome in 
here.” To a bartender at nine in the morn- 
ing. And they live in a house called the 
Fat Cave, which is a very happy place for 
me to visit. Neither he, nor his two broth- 
ers are, to my knowledge, born out of 
wedlock. Which is fortunate, because I 
really like my friend Sean, and I really 
don’t like this band. -Megan 
(www.bradybastards.com) 


BRIEFS, THE: Steal Yer Heart: CD 

This band is nauseatingly perfect. I can’t 
get enough of the Briefs, or their new 
album, Steal Yer Heart. I’ve been listen- 
ing to this CD for a week straight, and 
despite seeing them perform twice with- 
in this week, the CD still remains in my 
stereo. The Briefs are so fun and the ener- 
gy you gain from listening to their music 
and going to their shows makes you feel 
alive and remember why you fell in love 
with music in the first place. Steal Yer 
Heart features their new bass player, 
Kicks, replacing original member, Lance 
Romance. Don’t despair. Lance still has a 
small presence on the album as he sings 
additional backup vocals and took the 
photos for the insert. Listening to the 
record, the guys were lucky because 
Kicks fits right in and he even sings lead 
vocals on “Move Too Slow” and “Forty 
and Above,” which is about his love for 
older women. The best song on this 
record is undeniably “Getting Hit on at 
the Bank.” The song is catchy, and you 
won’t be able to get it out of your head. 


For the ladies, the vocals are also really 
sexy, sung by guitarist Steve E. Nix, as he 
talks about getting hit on at numerous 
places and being misunderstood. Overall, 
the record is an all-around hit. The songs 
that I can’t get off repeat are “Move Too 
Slow,” “Lint Fabrik,” “Getting Hit on at 
the Bank,” and “Stuck on You.” In short, 
it’s good. -Jenny Moncayo (BYO) 


BROKEN BONES: Dem Bones. CD 

This is a limited edition reissue of two of 
this legendary UK hardcore units early 
releases, both of which are fine examples 
of what Discharge would’ve sounded 
like if Cal had quit when the going was 
good and gone off to join Hanoi Rocks 
like he secretly wished and left the rest of 
the band to their own devices: thunder- 
ous beats, metallic (but not metal) guitars 
and much yelling. I’'d almost forgotten 
what these guys sounded like back in 
their “prime.” Kinda puzzled by the 
“twenty-five year limited edition” in the 
comer of the front cover, though. These 
guys got together and released Dem 
Bones in 1983. It’s currently 2005. Now, 
Tl be the first to admit I’m no math 
whiz, but I believe claiming this is some 
sort of twenty-five anniversary reissue is 
jumping the gun by at least three years. 
—Jimmy Alvarado (SOS) 


CALL SIGN COBRA: //: CD 

Despite the atrocious cover art (they 
somehow manage to make a Frank 
Frazetta painting look crappy) this was a 
nice surprise. No-bullshit plain old rock 
and roll, with a little hint of garage, a lit- 
tle bit of Tight Bros/Cherry Valence 
good times, and a really heavy Rocket 
from the Crypt influence. I’m sure 
they’d argue back that I’m only compar- 
ing them to RFTC because they have a 
saxophone, but it’s more than just that: 
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the sax doubles the guitar parts, just like 
RFTC or the Saints. The singer guy does 
a Murder City Devils kinda whine/yell 
thing, and the lyrics kinda suck, but fuck 
it, this shit rocks pretty fuckin’ hard. 
—Ben Snakepit (Not Bad) 


CHAZ MATTHEWS: 

Amazing Graceless: CD 

By track six, there are at least two refer- 
ences to hair being like rainbows and one 
to waterfall-like hair. He talks about a girl 
being his medicine, which makes it 
impossible for me to think of anything 
other than “Bad Medicine” and Bon Jovi 
in general for the rest of the album, wish- 
ing I was actually listening to those boys 
who get slippery when wet. —-Megan (Full 
Breach Kicks, www.fullbreach77.com) 


CHEVREUIL: Sport: CD 

A guitarist and a drummer get together for 
some pretentious, arty circle jerking. The 
results are about as exciting as waiting for 
dripping water to bore a hole through 
rock, which would make this mandatory 
listening for the average Taoist, but a phe- 
nomenal waste of time for the rest of us. 
—Jimmy Alvarado (Sickroom) 


CLERGY, THE: All Who Fly: CD 

Took a look at the band bio on the label’s 
website to get a clearer understanding of 
where these guys are coming from, given 
their lyrical content. There’s lots of talk 
about how they’re “filled with driving 
rhythms and swells of distortion which 
build and climax into beautiful and com- 
plex layers of sound completed in perfec- 
tion with emotive, sometimes gritty, 
punk-influenced female vocals.” What 
they don’t tell you is that virtually every 
song on here is in some way or another 
praising the might, power, and majesty of 
Jesus Christ. This, of course, means this is 


about as “punk,” “alternative” and edgy as 
an Amy Grant record. Peddle your brain- 
washin’ wares elsewhere, Jesus freaks. 
—Jimmy Alvarado (Boot to Head) 


CLEVELAND BOUND DEATH SENTENCE: 
Gateway Handshake: 7" 

Oh, don’t get me wrong, I like this 7”, but 
my pants and socks are still on after play- 
ing it. The first time I heard CBDS, they 
made me want to run around in half-naked 
pop punk celebration. It wasn’t only the 
ingredients (Paddy of Dillinger Four, 
Aaron Cometbus of Scooby Don’t, Emily 
of the Saltines, and pre-jailed Spitball of 
Oswald Armageddon), but the jaunty mix 
of these undeniably talented folks. It was 
four superballs bouncing around in this 
barely contained chaotic harmony that 
made me scream stuff like “fruit and veg- 
etable stand!” and read up on foreign dic- 
tators. Gateway Handshake has the famil- 
iarity of a faded shirt, but the firecrackers 
don’t seem to be in the back pocket. 
Although good—and it comes with a 
killer children’s-book-for-adults lyric 
insert—it felt like four people getting 
together and playing out of some sort of 
obligation, or “Here, you play this part... 
no, do it like this,” instead of fun, spon- 
taneity, and inspiration through and 
through. —Todd (No Idea) 


CLOROX GIRLS: This Dimension: CD 

Late ‘70s, giving-Rodney Bingenheimer- 
a-boner punk. It’s the type of punk that 
took all that messy sausage of bloated, 
self-indulgent rock and turned it briskly 
inside out, revealing a new beautiful ugli- 
ness. Out sprung songs that last shorter 
than guitar solos. Pop with nails and claws 
spawned, all while celebrating barely 
being able to play an instrument, but with- 
out fear. L.A.’s Dangerhouse label comes 
to mind—especially the song structures of 


the Eyes and Weirdos. The Clorox Girls 
play songs that are terribly full of hooks, 
and are so bold, sure of themselves, and 
gamboling that it seems like 2005 came a 
year after 1978 for these three guys. Slot 
them in with some of the early bests and 
there’s no mold on the packaging. No 
small achievement. -Todd (Smartguy) 


CONSTANTINES: 

Tournament of Hearts: CD 

It’s the drums on “Draw Us Lines,” the 
first track off of Toronto-based five-piece 
Constantines’ third album Tournament of 
Hearts, that will draw in listeners. It is a 
hard, firm beat that will wrap around you 
like the tight, warm grip of a friend drag- 
ging you toward the center of thick, dank 
crowd at a rock show. You aren’t sure that 
you want to go there. You think that it 
might be safer in your corner, away from 
the heat of the pit. But you follow regard- 
less and you realize that this swarm of 
energy has just saved your night. 
Tournament of Hearts is that kind of 
album. At just under thirty-seven minutes, 
Tournament of Hearts is by no means epic 
in structure, but it packs more intensity 
than many bands will do in an entire 
career. Vocals play gravelly, as if sung 
while sucking down the last of a pack of 
cigarettes at 4:00 A.M. in the middle of a 
parking lot against January cold. There is 
a sense of studied precision in the guitar 
work, showing that Steve Lambke and 
Bryan Webb have an intimate understand- 
ing of their respective instruments but just 
aren’t willing to cross the line into public 
displays of guitar-solo affection. Add to 
this the occasional horn, keyboards, and 
bass work that delve into the sort of sound 
you might here on a Dusty Fingers rare 
groove compilation (most notably on 
“Hotline Operator” and “Thieves”) and 
the folk strum of “Windy Road” and you 


have an album that deftly draws from var- 
ious sources without sounding jumbled or 
losing sight of its punk rock roots. —Liz 
Ohanesian (Sub Pop) 


CORETTA SCOTT: Scream and Shout: CD 
The only thing more pretentious than 
naming the band after Martin Luther 
King’s wife is the alt-pop music for which 
said band is responsible, which has all the 
snotty-yet-safe vocals and emo-boy band 
fashion sense one would expect and zero 
substance. —Jimmy Alvarado (Rise) 


COUNT ME OUTS, THE: Self-titled: CD 
Boston garage rock from some veterans 
from the music scene. The last time a 
garage band from Boston rocked this 
hard, it was the Standells singing about a 
“Riot on the Sunset Strip.” Anchored by 
Hilken Mancini (ex-Fuzzy) and Winston 
Braman (Consonant), the band also fea- 
tures Mike Savage and Mark Perretta. 
Tight, concise tunes about washed-up 
actors and growing old, this would be 
great to throw on at your next winter 
party. It will light things up quicker than a 
slug of peppermint Schnapps. “Take You 
to the Cleaners” kicks major ass, and if 
you don’t have this record in your stack 
you'll be a no chump love sucker. Or 
some reasonable facsimile thereof. —Sean 
Koepenick (Punk Rock Aerobics) 


COVERED IN BEES: Portland Death Punk 
Vol. 1: Portland Is for Lovers: CD 

I know I’ve mentioned in reviews before 
that I am automatically swayed positive- 
ly by bands that reference zombie and/or 
horror movies (and, yes there is a differ- 
ence, but that’s a discussion for another 
time). It’s pretty safe to say that Covered 
In Bees is after my heart. Hell, they even 
have a secret ballad track that’s an ode to 
the bride of Swampman. On top of this, 
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they happen to have one of my favorite 
frontmen (and person in general). Heavy 
on the rock with gravely vocals that 
melts my musical heart every time I 
throw it on. I need to make it back to 
Maine to see them live soon. —Megan 
(Entertainment Experiment) 


CRIPPLES: Culture: CD 

Synth-driven punk rock here, owing 
much of their delivery to the Screamers 
and Devo, but not falling anywhere near 
the vicinity of rehash. I dug their first 
album quite a bit, and this one features 
more focused delivery, with little bits of 
Wire-y artiness added into the mix. Most 
of the stuff ain’t exactly something you 
can whistle on the bus without getting 
weird looks, but there is an undeniable 
catchiness to what they do. —Jimmy 
Alvarado (Dirtnap) 


CRYPTORCHID CHIPMUNK: 
Brothel_Waffle.exe from the Past 
Returns Again... No, Seriously: CD 
Imagine Fishbone and Berzerk being 
played at the same time, with an entire Dr. 
Demento show thrown in the mix for 
good measure. Some of the craziest stuff 
I’ve heard in quite some time. Still not 
sure whether I actually like it or not. Oh, 
and from working in a veterinary hospital, 
I know that cryptorchid means that the 
balls haven’t dropped yet, so this kept me 
giggling like a fourth-grader. -Megan 
(www.Cchipmunk.8m.com) 


CULPRITS, THE: 

Thursday Night Hardcore: 7" 

Despite the title, this is not a straight hard- 
core record. While there is a little of that 
sound here, most of this reminds me of the 
type of stuff that was coming out on 
Scooch Pooch or Junk Records in the late 
‘90s. This would fit right in there between 


Zeke and, say, the Jack Saints or some- 
thing. Too fast for the garage punkers and 
too “rock” for the hardcores. Looks like a 
limited pressing of two hundred. —Mike 
Frame (Blind Spot) 


CURL UP AND DIE: The One Above All, 
the End of All That Is: CD 

Heard of the band for years. Never lis- 
tened to ‘em. Wrote ‘em off, aptly or not, 
as just another Revelation band. After lis- 
tening to this album a few times I can see 
where I was right, but I can also see I may 
have fallen off the turnip truck a bit. The 
One Above All... is heavy, yeah, with 
some definite metal leanings and the req- 
uisite quiet/loud parts that seem so typical 
of this genre. (There’s not a whole lot of 
variance in the dude’s screamings and 
with a few exceptions the tempo general- 
ly doesn’t make it past the “we all just ate 
a shitload of Vicodin” level.) These are all 
things I generally associate with that 
label, and to me it’s frickin’ dullsville. But 
there is really something good and innov- 
ative that’s going on here. When Curl Up 
And Die speeds it up, the music’s techni- 
cal but manages not to sound like a bunch 
of guys just slapping odd riffs together. 
For the most part, they’re managing to 
come across as both inventive and coher- 
ent. The lyrics are dark, introspective, and 
smart. The cover and interior art is hilari- 
ously weird and totally misleading, stray- 
ing about as far away from the “obscure 
photo of industrial landscape that we’ve 
Photoshopped the fuck out of because we 
want it to look like Jacob Bannon 
designed it” that so many bands of this ilk 
seem to be shooting for nowadays. 
They’ ve gotten the idea of “band dynam- 
ics” down pat, this incredible idea that 
one instrument is just as important as 
another and any one of said instruments 
are capable of spearheading the way 


throughout the song, and there are a good 
handful of moments here that are actually 
pretty incredible. The verdict’s still out, 
but I think this is one of those albums 
that’ll grow on me exponentially every 
time I play it and consciously keep my 
ears open. —Keith Rosson (Revelation) 


DAMAGED GOODS: Outta Here: 7" 

Another thing that Hostage Records has 
an immaculate ear for is this: the first 
waves of English punk—Cock Sparrer, 
Sham 69, Sex Pistols, Clash, Damned, 
Cockney Rejects—seems to have gener- 
ated from the Atlantic and crashed, undi- 
luted on Southern California’s Pacific 
shore, drenching the brains and crashing 
into the instruments of so many of its 
punk bands. Santa Barbara’s Damaged 
Goods are a perfect example of that. 
Unaffected by greater trends that are 
mere ankle-sized ripples in music, they 
go right to punk’s initial driving forces: 
mid-tempo, hook-laden, snot-propelled 
great pop with snarl and bite. It’s always 
a puzzle as to what makes one band 
sound like clowns juggling fossilized dog 
turds of songs and another sound like a 
bunch of upstarts rifling through the knife 
drawer and come slashing out of the 
speakers like they just invented a new 
way to kill you with music. This is much 
better than it should be. -Todd (Hostage) 


DEADLY SNAKES, THE: Porcella: CD 

The Deadly Snakes will most definitely 
not appeal to the punk rock part of your 
brain. That’s okay, because they’re good 
enough to overcome that. It’s heavily 
influenced by bands like the Zombies and 
the Kinks, meaning that they can write 
mellow songs that don’t come close to 
rocking but are still able to hold your 
attention, which is quite an accomplish- 
ment with me. There’s no need to overan- 


alyze it; they just have really good songs, 
and their previous records have been in 
pretty consistent rotation since I first 
heard them. If it helps, think along the 
lines of the Gun Club but less swampy 
and more influenced by the British 
Invasion. —Josh (In the Red) 


DEAR NORA/WHAT THE KIDS WANT: 
Split: 7” 

On their first song, What the Kids Want 
remind me of the female-led parts of 
Cleveland Bound Death Sentence and 
Astrid Oto. It’s excited, enthusiastic 
poppy punk with vocals that could be 
interpreted as either annoying or charm- 
ing depending on how you want to look at 
it (I like ‘em). The second song mellows 
out and rides a nice early ‘90s indie pop 
vibe. They’ re a solid band with some real- 
ly good songs. Dear Nora, as far as I can 
tell, is one woman singing and playing 
guitar. That could also be interpreted as 
annoying, I’m sure, but I really liked it. 
T’ll probably get beat up for saying that, 
but it’s the truth. She has a really pretty 
voice and it doesn’t sound like a high 
school talent show. Cool split. —Josh 
(Shake Got the Beets) 


DECONDITIONED: Where Am I?: LP 
Sloppy, trashy hardcore with lyrics that 
cut a wide path through some interesting 
topics—the homogenization of American 
culture, left-wing hypocrisy, societal dou- 
ble standards, jock-pampering, Catholic 
school and, of all things, male rape vic- 
tims. What they lack in precision they 
make up for in charm. —Jimmy Alvarado 
(Banal Existence) 


DED BUGS: Stop and Smell 

the Stinking Corpse Lillies: CD 

Poppy punk in more of an ‘80s vein than 
the more modern connotation. There’s 
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less overt Ramones influence this time 
‘round, but they do have some wicked 
hooks that'll imbed themselves in your 
noggin if you’re not careful. —Jimmy 
Alvarado (http://dedbugs.com) 


DEEDS NOT WORDS; EXIT: Split 7” 
Bam! Bam! A double shot of Japanese 
pop punk supremacy! Look, it’s a fact. 
Anything Americans can do, the 
Japanese can do better. Deeds Not Words 
bust out two gems reminiscent of U.S. 
mid-’90s_ stuff like Weston or the 
Nobodys, with trademark Japanese speed 
and efficiency. Exit plays a similar type 
of pop punk that reminds me of their for- 
mer Japanese contemporaries, Minority 
Blues Band. Rejoice! It’s another Snuffy 
Smile classic! Thanks, Yoichi! —Ben 
Snakepit (Snuffy Smile) 


DEK: Whattatata: CD 

One of their guitarist/singers is like 
twelve years old and the oldest person in 
this band is about eighteen years old. 
Pretty much what you’d expect from a 
band of teenagers who, according to their 
website, think their band can provide the 
daily dose of punk for you. The phrases 
“take a middle finger and shove it up 
your ass” and “fuck you!” were also 
uttered on this album, and pseudo- 
Johnny Rotten vocals were utilized as 
well. That was all the icing on the cake 
needed for me to declare this a big fat 
thumbs down. —Kurt Morris (Finger, 
www.fingerrecords.com) 


DENIZENS, THE: Danger in Disneyland 
42:7" 

Striped-shirt bubblegum punk from 
Detroit, hauled out of the vault and final- 
ly seeing the light of day. The funny thing 
is this was recorded in 1979 and sounds 
nearly identical to stuff that bands like the 


Connie Dungs and Beatnik Termites were 
putting out fifteen or twenty years later. 
We’re talking buzzsaw pop and big hair. 
Not as tough as the Dead Boys and way 
more straight forward then the Stooges, 
but a decent record notwithstanding. 
“Danger in Disneyland” is a studio track 
and the two on the flip are live tracks that 
show the band could dirty it up a bit when 
they wanted to. If they’d been around fif- 
teen years later, labels like Mutant Pop 
would’ve been shitting their pants over 
this band. Pretty decent record despite the 
fact that the band photo on the sleeve 
makes them look like they were trying to 
be on a Bay City Rollers tribute comp. 
—Keith Rosson (Young Soul Rebels) 


DHOOM: Self-titled: 7” 

Mmmm, this is delicious, like wasabi 
peas. It seems simple enough at first, but 
the more you eat, the more you want and 
you can’t stop! Whoa! Somewhere in 
between Lightning Bolt and Godheadsilo, 
this bass-and-drum duo hammers out 
noisy jams that are simultaneously chaot- 
ic and monotonous, and all you can do is 
want more. In fact, that’s my only com- 
plaint: it’s just too damn short. By the 
time you get a good aural understanding 
of what’s going on, the songs are over and 
you don’t get a chance to really enjoy it. 
But fuck, this is good! —Ben Snakepit 
(Dish or Die, no address given) 


DIESTO: Doomtown 7: CD 

Second record from these Portland, 
Oregon noisemiesters. Pummeling, fero- 
cious rock that could cause some of your 
fillings to be jarred loose. “Sagittarius” is 
not a theme song for a dating service. It 
features thunderous bass lines from Grady 
Gadbow (who has since been replaced by 
Steve Reno). “Diamond Back” mines 
some punishing drum fills from Johan 


Zamora. He has also been replaced by 
Doug Krebs. The only constant here is 
singer/guitarist Chris Dunn. On the CD 
insert, they are represented as three 
Horsemen of the Apocalypse type figures. 
If the new incarnation can live up to the 
scariness of this studio release I’m sold. If 
you ever dug Rapeman or Jesus Lizard, 
these guys will suck your brains out with 
a steel straw. Sean Koepenick (Elastic) 


DIFFS, THE: Self-titled: CD 

The progeny of TSOL/Cathedral of Tears 
keyboardist Greg Kuehn get together 
with a few of their friends and follow in 
Pop’s footsteps with a punk band of their 
own. The results sound steeped in equal 
parts OC/beach punk, British punk, and 
Darby Crash, with just the right amount 
of teenage snottiness pumped in to give it 
much needed edge. Great stuff. —Jimmy 
Alvarado (SOS) 


DIMESTORE HALOES: 

The Ghosts of Saturday Night: CD 
Mid-tempo Billy Idol kind of stuff. Their 
song “Adore Me” (heralded as the signa- 
ture song of their drummer) is quite at 
home in my list of top ten worst songs 
ever—with lyrics that a ten year old 
would think twice about and rewrite and 
vocals completely out of key. Painful. 
—Megan (Pelado) 


DIRECT CONTROL: 

Nuclear Tomorrow: 7" 

An early Corrosion of Conformity-ish 
song about kleptomania with tiny bits of 
metal lurking far behind the punk. A JFA- 
inspired song about calling out folks who 
carry their skates instead of “murdering 
ledges.” A song about the holocaust that 
most of the punk world thought Reagan 
would have brung us. This would all 
smack of a wee too much of early ‘80s 


bandannaed nostalgia if Direct Control 
was a spoken word troupe. Thank your 
pull top cans and tight shorts they’ re not. 
They tow in some of the best straight- 
ahead, no-bullshit hardcore this side of, 
well, DS13, Career Suicide, Cut the Shit, 
Minor Threat, and Charles Bronson. 
Much harder to pull off than just talk 
about: addictive, fast, and not a note 
wasted. Direct Control looks back with- 
out being a throwback. Comes, appropri- 
ately, on bile-yellow wax. —Todd (Sorry 
State, dlupton79 @ gmail.com) 


DIRECT CONTROL: 

Nuclear Tomorrow: 7" 

So is it cool if I just say that this is the 
best pure hardcore band in the country 
and leave it at that? I don’t really think 
there’s much else I can say to make you 
want to pick this up, but I’ll just say that 
if you like, say, Minor Threat, you'll like 
this, and if you don’t like Minor Threat, 
then I’m guessing that you picked up this 
magazine by mistake. Best pure hardcore 
band in the country! —Josh (Sorry State, 
dlupton79 @ gmail.com) 


DISCONVENIENCE: War on Wankers: 7" 
Going by the “Dis” prefix to their name, 
that they’re from Sweden, and the lady 
singer has a mohawk so tall, she would- 
n’t be able to sit inside a car normally 
with it up, I figured this was going to 
another incarnation of Discharge- 
inspired, bullet belt, assflap “up the 
punx” crust. Nope. Oddly, this three 
piece reminds me of Bikini Kill first, 
mixed in with the Avengers second, and 
Penetration third: super clearly enunciat- 
ed and charged vocals, absolutely fantas- 
tic guitar work, and a lot more breathing 
room than their thrash brethren. I wasn’t 
expecting immaculate diction and 
sparkling grammar, either. My only 
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gripe? I think they can shear down their 
songs—they tend to repeat a skosh too 
much. They just need keep at it. As it 
stands, they’re not quite as memorable of 
the three other bands I compared them to, 
but they’re enjoyable when the record’s 
spinning. Solid beginnings. -—Todd 
(Disconvenience/ Wasted Sounds) 


DISSIMILARS, THE: Landmine: 7” 

If “recorded in a hallway” belies charm 
to you. If fidelity and “being able to play 
your instrument” begins and ends with 
Supercharger. If you shed a single tear, 
lamenting the breakup of Scared of 
Chaka every time you spin their records, 
like that Indian in that commercial, 
amongst all that trash. If you ever won- 
dered how Larry of Genetic Disorder 
zine played guitar. If you ever wondered 
how a singer would sound if you con- 
stantly ripped duct tape from his skin as 
he yelped into the microphone. If you’ ve 
ever wondered one of these things, the 
Dissimilars are right up your alley, spare 
changing before their sets, antagonizing 
you when they’re playing, and badgering 
you for beer when they’re done. Fuck 
“pro dudes, pro attitudes.” Dirt rock in 
shambles is where it’s at. Excellent. 
—Todd (Plastic Idol) 


DROPKICK MURPHYS: 

The Warrior's Code: CD 

The theme of a lot of these songs seems to 
be if we stand together, we can’t fail. 
Something that seems reassuring with all 
the instability in today’s climate. “Your 
Spirit’s Alive” asks all the fans to come 
along for the ride. “Sunshine Highway” 
tells the story when times were simpler, 
and the most important thing was a good 
cigar and a cold beverage. “Citizen CIA” 
is straight ahead hardcore that Gang 
Green would raise their Bud cans to in 


approval. The best song on here is “Take 
It and Run.” Al Barr spits out his vocal 
parts with pure venom: “Space heaters 
and welfare checks are as good as it 
gets/in this land of hard lessons.” Then 
bassist Ken Casey replies, “Yeah I’ve got 
problems/ can’t you see I’m trying to 
solve them?” Best hard luck song to come 
along since X’s “Fourth of July.” Nicely 
done boys. —Sean Koepenick (Hellcat) 


DROWNINGMAN: 

Don't Push Us When We're Hot: CD 
How about Paint It Black if they were 
more tech and less positive? Or a band 
like JR Ewing if they had to listen to 
nothing but Cut the Shit a week before 
they went into the studio? What I mean 
is, there’s the bouncing, spit-flying- 
through-the-air feel of old and new 
school hardcore at work here, but it’s an 
element that’s constantly fighting for 
dominance over something a lot darker 
and more precise, like if Dillinger Escape 
Plan were all considering mass suicide 
and wanted to put out a concept album 
about it. Don’t Push Us... is both catchy 
and angular, welcoming and incredibly 
alienating all at once. They’re smart, 
they’re pissed off, and as songs like 
“Dude Status: Revoked” and “Major 
Disappointment Reporting for Duty” 
document, you can write songs that are 
both reasonably magnetic and ugly as 
fuck. —Keith Rosson (Thorp) 


DRUNKEN BOAT: Turn It:7” 

Much in the vein of earnest-yet-gruff, 
sandpaper-voiced, _ uplifting-through- 
questioning, everyone-has-hairy-armpits, 
socially conscious rock like a slower 
North Lincoln or a full-tilt Rumbleseat 
mixed in with ADD/C. Lurking in the 
corners are the bouncy edges of late ‘90s 
pop punk (I hear wisps of the Connie 


Dungs and the Lillingtons), which gives 
them a pleasant buoyancy. They’ve got 
the male/female vocal interplay down 
tight. The crib notes to this is that if 
you’re a fan of the best of Plan-It-X 
releases or a good chunk of No Idea was 
founded on, Drunken Boat will make you 
smile and jump up and down when they 
play a basement or porch near you. 
—Todd ($4 ppd., Salinas) 


ERGS!, THE/MODERN MACHINES: 

Split: 7” 

The Ergs! are one of my favorite bands to 
come out within the past few years. No, 
scratch that, they’re just one of my 
favorite bands. The Modern Machines, 
with their Taco Blessing record, are inch- 
ing their way up my list, too. On this split, 
both bands take on the Mersey Beat 
sound, each with a cover and an original. 
The Modern Machines take on “Bus Stop” 
by The Hollies. I was slightly skeptical 
because I really like the original, but they 
nail it and follow it up with a strong one of 
their own. The Ergs! bring a strong origi- 
nal as well, and cover one of the lesser 
played (but one of my favorite) Beatles’ 
songs, “Not a Second Time.” Due to my 
slowness at reviewing this (because I still 
have to replace my record player) I have a 
feeling this may be hard to find, but grab 
it if you see it. -Megan (Grateful) 


FALLOUT PROJECT, THE: 

Hopes and Ropes: CD 

Popped it in the stereo and early Neurosis 
came to mind immediately. A record 
that’s replete with those crashing metal 
dirges that seem synonymous with that 
band, but these guys have updated the 
sound a bit with a touch of melody and 
the willingness to quiet down and give 
the music room to breathe. There’s only 
six songs, but (again similar to Neurosis 


or that first Tribes of Neurot LP) we’re 
talking epics here. As with the few other 
Dare to Care records I’ve seen, the pack- 
aging is gorgeous, but this time it’s also 
misleading: the snappy orange/ white/ 
black layout makes this thing look like 
some sparse and shallow emo-of-the- 
month record. But it’s not so, hoss, not so 
at all. Decent band for sure. —Keith 
Rosson (Dare to Care) 


FINAL SOLUTIONS: 

My Love Is Disappointing: 7" 

I ordered their full-length and haven’t 
heard it, so at the moment this 45 is the 
best one yet by the Memphis band that 
usually gets a KBD comparison (stamp 
of goodness for me). Three songs that all 
rock with an art punk Urinals style, 
which is actually hard to pull off the right 
way. “My Love Is Disappointing” is 
plucky and even minimally pop, and “T 
Am the Now” has a great downhill spiral 
sound I want to pump over loudspeakers 
on Hollywood Blvd. “Sex Head” is a 
cover of the Pooh Sticks song, also real- 
ly good. -Speedway Randy 
(www.shatteredrecords.net) 


FINE LINES, THEE: 

Looking Everywhere: 7" 

Lo-fi “60s stuff, and they’re quite good at 
it. What they’re doing doesn’t feel dated 
and the “trash” is tempered with simple, 
yet strong songwriting. Good stuff. — 
Jimmy Alvarado (Licorice Tree) 


FORMER CELL MATES: Hustle: CD 
Loud rock from England with strained 
vocals and a southern rock feel to it. 
That’s all. -Josh (Newest Industry) 


FOUR EYES, THE: Sweet Sounds: CD 
What a bunch of fucking nerds. No, real- 
ly. Nerdpunk from Sacramento. It fits in 
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pretty well next to all those other 
Sacramento bands that you’ve never 
heard of because they never leave 
Sacramento, like the Bananas and No Kill 
I. As a whole, Rock and Role Playing is a 
more solid album, but this one’s got a 
song about Robocop, which automatically 
makes it worth your time. Is it really so 
much to ask that they go on tour with 
Bloodhag? —Josh (Plan-It-X) 


FRUSTRATIONS: 

Nerves Are Fried b/w Summer: 7" 

Not necessarily essential, but darn good 
anxious, gritty, and lacerating stuff all 
mixed within a mid tempo “it sounds like 
it’s coming from the Midwest in the early 
“90s” sound. Throw it all on a heap over 
some non-yelping Cows, sprinkle in 
some lonely handclaps, give it some 
Jesus Lizard rusted abrasions, let a dam- 
aged surf guitar (ala the Dead Kennedys’ 
“Moon Over Marin”) crash against it, 
and you’ve got something that’s not bad 
at all. -Todd (X!) 


GHETTO WAYS: Solid Brown: CD 

Based solely upon the two albums I’ve 
heard from these guys, it appears that they 
are hell-bent on claiming the MC5’s 
throne, and they do make a good case. The 
music here is as raucous, soul-tinged, and 
catchy as one would expect from such a 
band, which is more than one could say 
about so many other would-be heirs to the 
throne. I’m unable to determine if they 
have the same radical political bent, but 
they do make some impressive noise 
nonetheless. —Jimmy Alvarado 
(www.aliensnatch.de) 


GLISS: Kick in Your Heart: CD 

I wish someone would kick these arty 
pretty-boys (and girl)—who obviously 
listened to the Cure a few too many 


times in dark rooms—in the throat. 
—Megan (www.gliss.tv) 


GO BETTY GO: Nothing Is More: CD 

With the inundation of releases out there, 
it’s hard for one person to keep track of 
what’s coming out. But I knew this was 
coming out and I wanted it. I wanted it 
bad like a little girl getting her first pack- 
age from the Backstreet Boys fan club. 
With the release date looming close, I put 
in an investigative call to Retodd to see if 
a review copy had been sent to HQ. I 
wanted first dibs. Not that I really had to 
put a request for it—the man takes good 
care of me—but a lot of releases that I 
would like either get nabbed by the music 
monster Jimmy Alvarado or divided 
amongst the masses of other contributors. 
So one cannot be greedy and I have to 
suck it up and spend some hard-earned 
cash. So, on my bi-monthly pilgrimage to 
the shrine of Razorcake to pick up my 
copies of the latest issue sits a copy of this 
CD in my in-box. I wet myself. Damn 
bladder. Need to have that checked! In the 
time it takes me to get from HQ to my car, 
I already had the package ripped open 
with my teeth and ready to listen to. 
Anticipation. I really enjoyed their debut 
EP, Worst Enemy. That release probably 
stayed in the car a good six months. I am 
a little slow rotating CDs in and out of the 
car. “Saturday” is the first track and right 
there I knew that I was not going to be dis- 
appointed. It’s got bigger production than 
in the past but more energetic. A fun, 
rocking tune that made my head bop and 
at the same time be swayed by their 
ska/reggae breakdowns. My favorite 
track, “Runaway,” is solid and you can 
feel the emotions of lost love on it. 
Breaking away from the mold, “Ticking 
Bombs” is a wonderful acoustic number 
that really focuses on the beauty of the 


vocals and the harmonies. That right there 
is what makes this band so exciting. Also, 
songs like “No Hay Perdon” and “Donde 
Voy” show that they are proud of their 
Latin heritage. From an Asian-American 
perspective, the Spanish language sounds 
wonderful with music. From start to fin- 
ish, in my opinion, there not a stinker in 
the bunch. Now it’s time to see what the 
hell’s) wrong with the — bladder. 
—Donofthedead (Side One Dummy) 


GOBLIN COCK: Bagged and Boarded: CD 
Dunno who’s geekier—them for includ- 
ing a lyric sheet written entirely in rune or 
me for being able to read it. My vote, nat- 
urally, would be for them, ‘cause the rock 
sound that accompanied said lyrics, no 
matter how facetious it may be, failed to 
pique my interest. Their band name and 
song titles provided hours of amusement, 
though. —Jimmy Alvarado (Kosher) 


GRIFT, THE: /f Sorrow Could Avail: CD 

I like that, in case you couldn’t figure out 
what kind of music it is, at the end of the 
first song, they go, “Hardcore!” Sounds 
like what I think Limp Biscuit would 
sound like, but with a little more meat. It’s 
a good thing they’re “working the grift 
day in and day out,” because I doubt 
they’re going anywhere with music. Then 
again, I don’t think it’s meant for me see- 
ing how it’s for “those who are from the 
streets and those who work the grift and 
all those who live and breathe hardcore 
and punk.” See, I don’t even think I really 
know what it means to grift, and, though I 
do love me some hardcore and punk, I’m 
still breathing air. -Megan 
(www.roacho13.net) 


GRUK: While You Were Apathetic: 7" 
Maybe it’s the frustration with society as a 
whole I’ve been feeling, but lately I’ve 


been listening to hardcore a lot more fre- 
quently than usual, so this is hitting the 
spot just right. Female-fronted Chico 
hardcore here that relies more on anger 
than speed to get their point across. 
Tempos rarely exceed gallop velocity, no 
metal is to be found in the guitars, and the 
lyrics are political without being too 
preachy. In all, this ain’t too bad. —Jimmy 
Alvarado (Gruk) 


GUIGNOL/NANUCHKA: Split: CDEP 
Guignol: Two essentially klezmer-based 
tunes, the first with female vocals and the 
second with a clarinet taking the lead. 
Nanuchka: Two essentially alternative 
rock-based tunes, the first with female 
vocals and the second with a dude taking 
the lead. The Nanuchka tracks are quite 
good, but in situations like this, the 
klezmer is gonna win out every single 
time, hands down. —Jimmy Alvarado 
(www.fistolo.com) 


GUILTY HEARTS, THE: Self-titled: LP 

The Guilty Hearts not only kick out the 
jams, they’re good people. I see them all 
the time. “When you guys putting out a 
record?” I’d ask them. “Soon,” front man 
Leon Pescado would answer. “Well, 
gimme one when you do!” [I'd tell him. 
And he finally did. And it’s great. Fuck, I 
knew it’d be good. See, I never ask people 
for their records. My rationale being, 
“Fuck it, I don’t wanna give someone I 
know a bad review when they personally 
give me the fucking turkey for free.” If I 
buy the vinyl, or it’s sent to me, no mercy, 
I'll rip the fucker to shreds. So I threw this 
bad boy on and it fucking ruled. The one 
part Gories, two parts Gun Club hybrid of 
the Guilty Hearts live show is replicated 
with Johnnie Walker Black potency on 
this debut. But then again, what did I 
expect from a band containing Hermann 
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Senac, original member of Blood on the 
Saddle, on drums? On second guitar, the 
Guilty Hearts have the fucking Charles 
Bukowski of the L.A. punk scene, Edgar 
Rodriguez. When not falling down or 
asking for shots of whiskey, Edgar keeps 
the beat going like only a reformed 
bassist could. That leaves Leon Pescado 
(a.k.a. El Nifio, a.k.a. El Pescado de 
Gato) on vocals and slide guitar. Leon’s a 
shit-hot guitar player; coming up with 
effortless chord progressions is as easy as 
a twelve-year-old buying booze in 
Germany for Pescado. See, I knew all 
this going into the record. I was really 
keeping an ear open for production. The 
Greg Cartwright records these boys listen 
to obsessively had its influence; The 
Guilty Hearts is gloriously lo-fi. Fans of 
In the Red Records don’t wanna sleep on 
this. Good job, dudes. —Ryan Leach 
(Voodoo Rhythm) 


HAVE NOTS, THE: 

Black b/w Jaded Americana: 7" 

The Orange County I’m familiar with has 
been irreversibly shaped by Hostage 
Records. In real life, OC is a sterile, be- 
stucco’d subdivision-entangled suburban 
nightmare that, by some weird wrinkle of 
time and space, is capable of continually 
producing some of the best melodic and 
true punk done by absolute fuckups. 
Fuckups who usually have served jail 
time, have a drug habit they’re currently 
in or eternally getting over, or who take 
great pride in perfecting their assholeish- 
ness between tattoo sessions. Among all 
this, great music explodes? Yeah. Believe 
it. The Have Nots are no exception. 
What’s surprising is how effortless and 
unaffected they sound, like they’ve been 
sitting in a time capsule made by Posh 
Boy for the past twenty-so years. The 
pacing on these two songs is almost at 


ballad speed, but the power and energy is 
unmistakable, like the bridging and 
build-up parts to Adolescents songs, the 
telekinetic ease of Crowd-like pop, all 
highlighting the lyrics, which tell stories 
of a wasteland. In such a barren environ- 
ment, and among all the mistakes, 
durable music like this grows like weeds. 
—-Todd (Hostage) 


HELL BRIGADE: Self-titled: CD 

Meathead thrashy stuff about drinking 
Colt 45 and the end of the world. Pll 
pass. -Megan (www.hellbrigade.net) 


HELLSHOCK: Warlord: 7" 

Interesting how everything evolves in 
life. The ones who take elements from the 
past and try to create something of their 
own are the ones that are memorable. 
Take this band. From what I hear, they’re 
taking cues from Discharge, Amebix, 
Anti Sect, and Severed Head of State. 
Now that is off the tip of my tongue off 
the first listen. ’'m sure others will have 
more bands to use as reference. I’ve heard 
the name of this band thrown around for a 
couple of years, but it’s hard to buy every- 
thing that everybody puts out. But a 
friend of mine said that this band has 
improved when he went out on tour with 
Selfish and Hellshock. I put the band on 
the shopping list. Fortunately, the cards 
were drawn in my favor and I had one for 
review. The format of the 7” is a good one 
because it gives the listener a taste to see 
if it is a flavor one might like. Also, it 
forces a band to bring out their best mate- 
rial at the moment. No filler. Right from 
the start, you can tell that the band has 
members who have been playing for 
awhile. Instead of the standard jump- 
right-into-the-chords deal, they play an 
almost rock opera interlude that is multi- 
layered and could be a song all its own. I 


really like the intro parts of their songs. I 
like the build up of the song and it adds a 
dark texture to the music. I like the cre- 
ativity of playing slow first and building it 
up to pummel. The band does play a 
brand of crust, dis-core that is enhanced 
by the intro, but the metal edge with the 
guitar harmonies and the generous use of 
guitar solos takes the standard bar chord 
to another level. The songs are short and 
to the point. It’s not overdrawn and makes 
you get up to put the needle back on the 
record because you want to hear more. 
Judging from this two-track 7”, this band 
has the potential to leave a large mark in 
punk history. I can see their popularity 
reaching that of Tragedy or Disclose. 
—Donofthedead (Profane Existence) 


HEY WILLPOWER: Dance: CDEP 

Push aside your inhibitions and embrace 
the gold-sequined, guilty pleasure that is 
San Francisco’s latest derriere-shakin’ 
sensation, Hey Willpower. Imperial 
Teen’s Will Schwartz is seriously explor- 
ing his bootilicious side with this exu- 
berant display of lip-glossed shimmy 
and soul. The band employ not one but 
two full-time dancers, which gives you a 
pretty good idea of what to expect from 
their live set. Thus far, Hey Willpower 
has readied Gravy Train!!!! and LeTigre 
fans with opening slots on their most 
recent tours, but now with this four song 
EP you can get down and enjoy the 
dance party at home. —Kat Jetson 
(Cochon, www.cochonrecords.com) 


HOLY SHIT!: What the Fuck?:7" 

This is easily the closest modern 
approximation to Deep Wound’s 7-inch- 
er I’ve heard to date. You get oodles of 
spastic, sloppy hardcore here, served up 
with flailing tempo changes and ADD- 
friendly song lengths. Mike Thrashead 


would piss his pants over this. -Jimmy 
Alvarado (Contaminated) 


Homo2: Gaynesville, Florida: CD 

I think if they played a living room 
dance party, I’d have a good time, but 
I wouldn’t go out of my way to see 
them. —Megan (Homo Say What, no 
address given) 


HOOPLES, THE: 

Live at Maguire's Hill 16: CDEP 

What the hell? I know that one of the 
great things about modern technology is 
that it has made DIY all the easier, but 
still... you could at least hand-paint some 
sort of art in your packaging rather than 
writing the band’s name and title on a 
burned CD with a magic marker... All 
that aside, for a live recording, it sounds 
pretty good (another neat improvement 
that technology has given us). The songs 
are sort of good and sort of not, though. 
At a technical level, there appears to be 
nothing wrong with them—mid-tempo 
punk’n’roll that isn’t flashy but relies on 
a common repertoire of riffs and hooks. 
The record did have my toes tapping at 
times, but overall the proper word to 
describe this record is “workmanlike.” 
—The Lord Kveldulfr (Burn These) 


HORROR POPS: Bring It On!: CD 

I vaguely remember reviewing their last 
release and possibly not liking it. I could 
be wrong. I have reviewed so much stuff 
over the years, I can’t keep track of what 
I reviewed last issue. If I didn’t like the 
last one, I like this one. I know right away 
if I like a psychobilly release. If some- 
thing sounds weird to me, like the way an 
acoustic bass is recorded, I over-focus on 
that and it drives me absolutely nuts. This 
one is recorded right and the bass doesn’t 
sound like someone is plucking at rubber 
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bands. Right off the bat, I really dug the 
title song. Many of the tracks reminded of 
Siouxsie and the Banshees. I like that a lot 
of the songs veer away from the standard 
pychobilly mold, like the track “Me vs. 
You,” which is more of a straight-up rock- 
er nuanced by the acoustic bass and the 
military drum roll style of the drummer. 
People outside of the psychobilly scene 
are really going to take notice of this one. 
—Donofthedead (Hellcat) 


| EXCUSE/ WHISKEY SUNDAY: Split: 7” 
Both of these bands would fit perfectly 
playing with Altaira, Tiltwheel, and the 
Dukes of Hillsborough. I Excuse will 
probably never stop being compared to 
Leatherface because you can’t ignore the 
influence, but that’s not a bad thing at all 
in my book. They’ve cut back from a 
four- to a three-piece, but they still have a 
full sound on these songs. Whiskey 
Sunday is good, and I know I'd love them 
live, but I’m just not wowed by them yet. 
Knowing my taste, some of my friends 
are pretty surprised by that, and maybe 
there is something to it that I just haven’t 
nailed down yet because I’m not just lis- 
tening to the I Excuse side when I put this 
on. —Megan (Snuffy Smile) 


ILL REPUTE: Live: CD 

Y’know, I think it’s swell that someone 
has seen fit to release an Ill Repute live 
CD—considering their longevity and 
extensive catalog of tunes—but to call it a 
“full length” is just a tad disingenuous. 
Out of the eighteen songs on here, there 
are two versions of “Fill It Up,” two ver- 
sions of “Greed,” two versions of 
“Sleepwalking II” and two versions of “In 
Society,” and four are covers of II Repute 
songs done by other bands. Granted, all 
are performed quite well, and the sound 
quality is pretty good, but c’mon, this is 


the best you could come up with for such 
a venerated band? You couldn’t come up 
with a full set? Same goes for the bonus 
video footage. These guys deserve much 
better. -Jimmy Alvarado 
(www.LTErecords.com) 


IMMACULATE MACHINE: 

Ones and Zeros: CD 

The first things that pop into my mind 
when anyone mentions Mint Records are 
Cub and Nardwuar. While this album 
does not surpass the “classic, moving into 
legend” status of the aforementioned Mint 
artists, it seems to be a nice representative 
of what the amazing Canadian label is up 
to in 2005: mellow post punk with keys 
(and done right, I may add). It’s beautiful 
music accompanied with dual male and 
female lead vocals of equal splendor and 
charm. The best line award goes to: “I'd 
rather be struck by lightning than never go 
outside in the storm.” That’s what ’'m 
talking about. —Mr. Z (Mint) 


INQUISITION: Revolution... 

| Think It's Called Inspiration: CD 

Crusty punk politics of California’s 
Fifteen meshed with the unmistakable 
East Coast radical optimism of Anti Flag. 
Ican’t believe I didn’t hear about this until 
the repress. How in the hell did I miss this 
gem the first time around? Highly recom- 
mended!!! —Mr. Z (A-F) 


INTELLIGENCE, THE: Icky Baby: CD 

As much as I like the bam-bam rock, what 
keeps punk interesting is the weirdness of 
the music. After hearing some of the 
Intelligence’s 7” singles I finally got to 
pick up their full-lengths and see them 
play live. I’ve heard the more undefinable 
or minimal bands called art punk or math 
rock, but that always made me think of 
that middle school pressure to not be 


smart if you want to be cool. Whatever 
you want to call it, the Intelligence are in 
the classic style of the Urinals, the Fall, 
the Residents, Butthole Surfers, or the 
Boredoms, with moody speeds and a con- 
tagious sound. It’s not that these bands 
sound alike, it’s that sometimes I don’t 
want one to four to be a straight line. It’s 
all catchy, biting, and even danceable. The 
heart of the Intelligence is Lars Finberg, 
also of the A-Frames and the Dipers, play- 
ing with various other members. Now the 
sound has expanded and sped up some 
with two of the Popular Shapes (Calvin on 
bass and Nicholas on guitar) joining the 
band, and Matthew Ford playing drums. 
Catchy jabs and spooky soundtracks, 
singable lyrics and ear-ringing guitars, 
this album layers the inventive minimal- 
ism with more fuzz and energy. The cher- 
ry on top: we saw them play a killer show 
with the Orphans and the Tyrades, and the 
guys are super cool people. —Speedway 
Randy (In the Red) 


JASON SEARS AND MERCURY LEGION: 
Self-titled: CD 

I’m kind of confused about this band. I 
guess there was a band called Mercury 
Legion who had recorded a bunch of 
tunes. For some reason or another they got 
some guy named Jason Sears as a new 
singer who wrote all new lyrics for them 
and here it is... Anyways, what matters is 
the music. I like this a lot. Really snotty 
hardcore punk rock that reminds me of 
early Guttermouth stuff. Sears is a good 
lyricist and the tunes benefit a lot from his 
writing. In fact, the only thing about this 
that I don’t dig is the blatant flag-waving 
patriotism. The cover art sports a cartoon 
of the band playing for a bunch of drunk 
and unruly soldiers in the desert some- 
where and the song “American Pride” 
pretty much says it all. That said, I’m not 


going to let a difference in political opin- 
ion get in the way of me enjoying some of 
the other tunes on this. Good work. 
Another thing to note about this disc: 
there is an entire tribute to RKL on here. 
I’m not sure if it was released elsewhere, 
but here it is now. Lots of good bands, too. 
Hell of a bonus, in my opinion. -Ty 
Stranglehold (Malt Soda) 


JELLO BIAFRA WITH THE MELVINS: 

Sieg Howdy!: CD 

Some new tracks, some remixes of tunes 
from the last album and a couple of cov- 
ers (including an updating of “California 
Uber Alles” in honor of our current 
Hummer-driving Aryan caricature of a 
governor). Jello is just as topical, witty, 
cynical and pissed off as ever, and Buzz 
and the gang serve up what is easily the 
best music that Jello has fronted since, oh, 
1984 or so. Speaking of the ‘80s, check 
out “Those Dumb Punk Kids (Will Buy 
Anything),” a swipe at both a certain band 
that once entertained some relevancy dur- 
ing that gilded age of punk and the hordes 
of modern-day consumerist “punks” who 
line up to pay top dollar to revel in nostal- 
gia rather than look for and appreciate 
what’s going on right now. Worse than 
hippies, that lot is. —Jimmy Alvarado 
(Alternative Tentacles) 


JERRA: Play Like a Girl: CD 

This release is all over the place. You get 
bubble gum pop, new wave, and you get 
some garage rock. The pop songs are the 
stuff that made me take notice. I think 
their focus should be there. The garage 
rock stuff sounds like so much stuff I 
have heard from other bands over the 
years. It wasn’t that rocking and not that 
interesting. Interesting is the cover of 
Danzig’s “Mother.” It is a tad bit slow 
and would be much improved and more 
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powerful if they had played it faster. 
—Donofthedead (Sugar Hooker) 


JOHNNY CASINO’S EASY ACTION: We've 
Forgotten More Than You'll Ever Know: CD 
Swaggerin’, punky, soul-infused rock- 
*n’roll here from a band that ain’t too bad 
at what they do. Dunno if I would classi- 
fy this as mandatory listening, but it does- 
n’t exactly hurt the ol’ sound-holes. 
—Jimmy Alvarado (Steel Cage) 


KARATE FOR KIDS/FRAME: Split: 7” 
Karate for Kids reminds me a lot of the 
Tim Version, with their hoarse vocals, 
chaotic melodies, and songs that grab 
hold of you and don’t let go. Damn good 
stuff. With Frame, I keep thinking of the 
first Bent Outta Shape 12”. You know 
they’re onto something, and they’re real- 
ly, really close, but they’re missing that 
certain X factor that pushes them from 
“really good” to “I cannot stop listening 
to this band.” Definitely a great first taste 
of both bands, though, and I can’t wait to 
hear more. —Josh (Salinas) 


KBH: Blood Money: CD 

I looked at the cover for this and thought, 
“Oh great, more shitty hardcore.” I mean, 
seriously. There’s a guy with his head 
blown open and the band’s logo has some 
crossed machineguns. When the first track 
started, something familiar kicked in. I 
know these guys somehow. It sure ain’t 
hardcore (read: metal), either. I got it! 
These guys were on the Hostage Records’ 
Collateral Damage comp. Rad! This disc 
kicks so much ass it’s ridiculous. The 
obvious comparison might be Misfits 
without all of the horror lyrics. The lead 
singer has a bit of a Danzig thing going 
on, but I think he sounds a little more like 
Jackson Phibes from Forbidden 
Dimension. That is a really good thing. I 


can’t believe how great this is. Made my 
month! —Ty Stranglehold 
(www.kbhmafia.com) 


KILL THE HIPPIES: Erectospective: 2 x CD 
Is there such a thing as mustache punk? 
Because these guys are mustache punk. As 
you may have guessed by the title, these 
two discs collecting almost all of the 
recordings by this Ohio band. Their sound 
is pretty much anything goes; they draw 
heavily from classic thorn-in-the-listener’s 
side bands like Devo, the Feederz, and the 
Crucifucks, with bits and pieces of bands 
like the Grumpies and Sockeye. For the 
most part it’s really good stuff, and it 
makes me wonder how they only managed 
a handful of singles and cassettes in this era 
where bands crap out full-lengths in less 
time than it takes for a human fetus to ges- 
tate. To be fair, though, you should already 
know whether or not you’d want to listen 
to songs with titles like “Jerked off by 
Strangers.” —Josh (Rock N Roll Purgatory) 


KNUGEN FALLER: Inte Som Ni:7" 

A female-fronted Swedish band here with 
a little power pop and a little punk to their 
sound, sorta like a less-intense Rip Off 
band cleaned up for public consumption. 
Can’t say it moved me in any way, but 
hearing someone sing, rather than scream, 
in Swedish was a novel change of pace. 
—Jimmy Alvarado (Wasted Sounds) 


KOST, THE: Self-titled: CD 

What we have here is some gruff vocal, 
tough guy hardcore from Australia. 
Normally, this type of thing would bore 
the hell out of me but I actually enjoyed 
this. The vocals aren’t so growly that 
they’re unintelligible and the music is as 
tight as can be. Nice work. -Ty 
Stranglehold (www.thekost.com) 


LA DESCENTE DE COUDE: 

L’ Indécence du Coup: CD 

Goddamn, if bands like Weird War and 
(International) Noise Conspiracy were 
(in the first case) actually or (in the sec- 
ond) consistently this good, I’d have 
started pegging my trousers and getting 
bowl cuts years ago, man. Instead it took 
some French Canadian band I’ve never 
even heard of to prove that it’s actually 
possible to kick out catchy, smart dance 
punk that doesn’t leave the listener feel- 
ing like he’s been eating a bucket of 
Sweet Tarts and watching static on the 
television for six hours. A statement like 
that says something, considering the 
lyrics are exclusively in French and I 
have only the basest understanding of 
what it is they’re singing about. The 
accompanying catalog claims these guys 
are political as fuck; the anger’s certain- 
ly there, though it’s filtered through beats 
that make me want to shake my ass more 
than a bit, as frightening as that would 
be. I generally do enjoy bands like (I)NC 
and the Washdown quite a bit, but these 
guys, even with the language barrier, are 
blowing them right out of the water with 
this one. —Keith Rosson (Dare to Care) 


LATTERMAN: No Matter Where We Go: CD 
This New York band’s twelve-song, thir- 
ty-one minute album is right along the 
lines of Hot Water Music, old Recess 
Theory, and other hardcore and punk 
music with excessive pop influences. 
(The exception being that Latterman 
seems to utilize a trumpet from time to 
time.) The lyrics are occasionally political 
but also about supporting one another in 
the scene, while the music is upbeat and 
fun. It’s alright for what it is, but it just 
seems as though lots of other bands have 
covered this territory. I guess if you can’t 
get enough of this kind of music (pseudo- 


emo, hardcore punk pop music) then 
Latterman is for you. But come on, they 
ended a song with people cheering and 
clapping. Lame. —Kurt Morris (Deep Elm, 
www.deepelm.com) 


MADELINE: Kissing and Dancing: CD 
Madeline is a solo female artist from 
Bloomington, Indiana, and is most defi- 
nitely a step away from the normal mater- 
ial released by Plan-It-X. The sixteen 
songs on here come off as a cross between 
the Softies, Kimya Dawson, and the Carter 
Family. It’s not surprising to learn that 
Madeline’s roots are in the South (Athens, 
Georgia, to be exact) and it definitely 
comes across on this album. Many songs 
are just her and her guitar, but various per- 
cussion, some backing vocals (which is 
where the Softies reference comes in to 
play), and the occasional full band fill out 
the tunes to not make them feel so lonely. 
There are some heartfelt, honest ideas on 
this album and the breadth of the songs 
range from slow and sad to upbeat and 
happy. Some of the tunes are really quite 
beautiful and only a few rank as trying on 
one’s patience. Fans of female 
singer/songwriters (especially those influ- 
enced by K Records and Athens, Georgia) 
should be happy to hear Madeline’s debut. 
With sixteen tracks pushing fifty minutes 
of music, there’s definitely an overwhelm- 
ing amount of positives here and a lot for 
Madeline to use to build upon. —Kurt 
Morris (Plan-It-X) 


MAKESHIFT3: Fluorescent Black: CD 

I knew it would eventually happen. I grab 
just about anything to review, but 
dammit, I got a Christian punk CD! I pop 
the thing in and think these guys sound 
like Avenged Sevenfold. Not half bad. 
Then I start looking at the credits and I 
see “Special Thanks: Lord & Savior 
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Jesus Christ.” I pulled that fucker right 
out of the player and I am done. 
—Donofthedead (New School) 


MANNIKINS: High School Goodboy: 10" 
Raucous rock’n’roll in a non-Dolls ‘70s 
punk kinda way, with a big sound, 
anthemic choruses, and catchy hooks, not 
unlike the Briefs without the Voidoid 
weirdness. This’ll get played often. 
—Jimmy Alvarado (Lollipop) 


MARKED MEN, THE: Nothing's 
Changed/She Won't Know: 7" 

A year off didn’t dull the songwriting 
quality, with one each from Mark and 
Jeff. It’s not punk, it’s not pop, it’s not 
retro, it’s the best qualities of all three. 
“She Won’t Know” sounds like it 
could be on the 1960s radio while 
1980s kids make out. “Nothing’s 
Changed” is a power popper in line 
with the faster previous Marked Men 
stuff. Easily one of the most consis- 
tently great bands playing today. 
Surprise, surprise, this musta been 
done while Jeff was in Japan—liner 
notes say he plays all the instruments 
on his song while the other three play 
on Mark’s song. Shit’s tight. 
—Speedway Randy (Shit Sandwich) 


MARTYRDOD: /n Extremis: LP 

Punishing Swedish hardcore here, with 
more than a hint of black metal thrown in 
the mix. The closest comparison I can 
muster is Skitsystem with less Discharge 
influence (although they most certainly 
have that Scandinavian hardcore charm 
in full effect), which makes sense when 
you consider that one of the guitarists is 
in Skitsystem. Not for the faint of heart. 
—Jimmy Alvarado (Havoc) 


MEN’S RECOVERY PROJECT: 

The Very Best of...: CD 

Listening to Men’s Recovery Project is 
like watching a couple of thalidomide 
babies poop on themselves and then give 
the poop funny names. It’s out of the 
ordinary, sure, but that doesn’t make it 
enjoyable. But hey, at least you don’t 
have to applaud. —Josh (SRC) 


MERCY KILLERS, THE: Self-titled: CD 

It always throws me for a loop that when 
an obscure but totally kickass band like 
the Weird Lovemakers has somehow 
entered the collective subconscious. I'd 
bet you a pound of gummi worms that the 
Mercy Killers, who are from New York 
and just released this disc, have never 
heard The Weird Lovemakers’ Electric 
Chump, which was released the better part 
of a decade ago in Tucson. I doubt that the 
Mercy Killers’ lead vocalist knows that he 
sounds almost exactly like Greg Pettix. 
But the similarities are uncanny. To think 
that they came to the same musical con- 
clusions as the Lovemakers makes me 
smile. The Mercy Killers have that close- 
to-strangulated vocals and play not-too- 
fancy, but wonderfully effective punk 
rock that’s long on charm and short on try- 
ing to convince you that listening to them 
is in any way, shape, or form is cool. (It is, 
but in a way where you'll reap the rewards 
of good music and little else. As it should 
be, in my humble opinion.) The only main 
difference between the Mercy Killers and 
the Lovemakers is the weirdness-o-meter 
is kept in check. There isn’t a ranchero 
song like “En Busca Dela Superfucie,” but 
if you put this on and said, “Look what I 
found. Weird Lovemakers demos!” I'd bet 
you another bag of gummi worms that 
you’d fool most people. I’ll be playing this 
a lot. -Todd (The Mercy Killers, 15 
Grandview Trail, Monroe, NY 10950) 


MINDS, THE: We Got the Pop b/w Brain 
That Wouldn't Die, Don’t Wanna Die in 
My Sleep Tonight: 7" 

The Minds are cracking and looting a 
huge safe that few have been able to get 
inside of. They’re taking the danceabili- 
ty of non-ass, diamond-tipped new 
wave, coupling it to the raw snot of 
punk, and charging it all by the dynamite 
of pure pop. And they aren’t just sucking 
off a one trick pony and spitting its 
efforts into your ears again and again. 
Synthesizers go from gentle touch to 
jackhammering. The guitars buzz, rake, 
then soothe back, and Mike Mind, who 
can shift from tasteful to manic between 
stick clicks, is a far cry from a mere 
drum machine. The three songs on this 
T’ prove that the Minds are beginning to 
cast their own long shadow beyond the 
formidable Epoxies. —Todd (Plastic Idol) 


MISCHIEF BREW: 

Smash the Windows: CD 

Sub-Pogues pseudo Celtic style bal- 
ladeering here. Seems to be made by gut- 
ter punks or something of the sort. Never 
really rocks out; it just plods along like a 
campfire singalong. A couple of the 
songs were good—I liked “Nomads 
Revolt” pretty well—but for the most 
part, this just kind of flew by. Chances 
are if you refer to yourself as a pirate 
punk, you'll love it. -Mike Frame 
(Fistolo) 


MISFITS MEET THE NUTLEY BRASS: 
Fiend Club Lounge: CD 

Ahh, this is genius. If you’ve never heard 
the Nutley Brass, they do lounge-style 
covers of punk songs. It sounds like a 
stupid idea, I know, but when I first heard 
their Ramones tribute album a few years 
back, my mind was changed. Now 
they’re back with a Misfits tribute and 


boy is it fun! It’s all mid-period classics, 
with a few early hits (“Hybrid 
Moments,” “Some Kinda Hate”) and 
goes as far up as Die Die My Darling. I 
only wish they’d attempted something 
from the Earth AD thrash era (by far the 
best period in the Misfits’ career). 
Beautiful cover art painted by Basil 
Gogos (the guy that did all those rad 
Famous Monsters of Filmland covers in 
the ‘60s). This is a really cool, fun CD 
and a definite must for hardcore Misfits 
fans. -Ben Snakepit (www.misfits.com) 


MISS ALEX WHITE AND 

THE RED ORCHESTRA: Self-titled: CD 
Wow, that Jim Diamond can truly make 
chicken salad out of chicken shit; that’s 
for damn sure. Big barnyard drums, high- 
pitched reverb-drenched vocals, and 
tinny slabs of guitar all work to make this 
seem like some improbably successful 
marriage of mid/late “70s NYC/Rhode 
Island art rock (Patti Smith, Television, 
Talking Heads [minus the lame stuff] 
[actually, if you subtract the lame stuff 
from the Talking Heads, what exactly is 
it that you would be left with???]) and 
those newfangled garage-reductionists 
that the kids dig so (“newfangled” in this 
case to be taken to mean “without a bass 
guitar for some inexplicable reason” a la 
the Reatards and/or Strite Whipes), and, 
against my better judgment, i am com- 
pelled to admit that the first fifty percent 
of this record does not suck—in fact, i 
would even go so far as to say it’s “kinda 
good,” although i’d just as soon not have 
that quote traced back this way if at all 
possible. After what, by all reasonable 
calculations, is the WORST friggin’ 
Teenage Head cover of all time (“Picture 
My Face” yet! How exactly does one fuck 
up “Picture My Face”??? Wait, don’t 
tell me, i’d just as soon use my imagina- 
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tion [although they did get the lead right]), 
the record descends into the bowels (at 
bare minimum, the renal ureters) of irrec- 
oncilable hogwash and yuck and i lose 
immersion. If you buy this, you’ re definite- 
ly going to want it on vinyl, so you can play 
side A during parties and idly etch stuff into 
side B when you don’t feel like showering 
the next morming. BEST SONG: “Don’t 
Turn Me Up” BEST SONG TITLE: 
“Chainsaw” worked well for the Ramones 
FANTASTIC AMAZING TRIVIA FACT: 
“Smash the Whites with the Red Wedge” is 
one of my favorite Constructivist artworks. 
ALTERNATE FANTASTIC AMAZING 
TRIVIA FACT: Worst liner notes EVER. 
—Rev. No¢rb (In The Red) 


MODEL DOWN: Voicing the Circuit: CD 
Three dudes kicking out a kind of sprawl- 
ing and sparse rock that’s equal parts arro- 
gance and sneering bravado of early Who, 
if you can believe that, and the “I’ve been 
gargling jet fuel for a decade but I finally 
figured out how to sing” quality of later- 
period Jawbreaker. It’s a formula that, writ- 
ten down like that, would never lead me to 
believe that I’d dig it, but I do. A lot. Model 
Down is using a combination of influences 
that has the potential to turn them into the 
most lackadaisical, self-indulgent, wank- 
ing shit-rock band ever, but somehow they 
manage to keep the rockometer up in the 
red the entire time. It’s a six-song EP, 
which was a good decision on their part. 
They’re one of those bands that would 
probably end up losing that wonderful 
sense of urgency on a full length, but as it 
stands now they’ ve put out one sexy, snot- 
ty-but-subdued rock’ n’roll record here. ’m 
down. —Keith Rosson (Modern Radio) 


MODEY LEMON: The Curious City: CD 
Goddamn. I literally sighed with relief 
once this thing was finished. The lame- 


ass, void-of-album-art promo this CD 
came packaged in claims this release finds 
the band “subtly shifting the shape of the 
psychedelic synth-rock that defined them” 
with their last album. Not, however, sub- 
tly enough, in this reviewer’s opinion. 
And apparently the NME says that they’ re 
the “real deal” and that they “don’t even 
have to try.” Well, maybe they should try: 
they might come up with something better 
than these ten painfully slow, droning, 
wank-obsessed epics. Hey guys, here’s 
one for the next promo CD: “Listening to 
this record was akin to shooting rocks out 
of one’s dick.” I have spoken, thank you. 
—Keith Rosson (Birdman) 


MUCULORDS: Carpe Diem: CD 

Their sense of humor and brilliant grind- 
core covers of both the Magnum P.1. 
theme and that tune from Tetris doesn’t 
change the fact that they sound like Slayer 
falling down four flights of stairs with 
their instruments. —Jimmy Alvarado 
(Akom, no address) 


NAUSEA: The Punk Terrorist Anthology 
Vol. 2: CD 

Assorted tracks culled from two unre- 
leased records, demos, and live tunes 
from this influential political hardcore 
band. If you’re unfamiliar with them, they 
were responsible for some rough and tum- 
ble noise with a tangible English peace 
punk influence (especially Conflict) and 
dual male/female vocals, which was still a 
bit of a novelty back when they were 
doing it. As with most, they were much 
better than the vast majority of bands that 
followed in their wake. -Jimmy Alvarado 
(Alternative Tentacles) 


NEW BLACK: Time Attack: CD 
Synth-driven, artsy, and somewhat acade- 
mically influenced post-punk. Depending 


on one’s mood or soberness, this could be 
deemed as fairly good or severely bad. 
Imagine Q and Not U meets electro. The 
Thick website says this CD is “what 
might just be the album the X-Ray Spex 
never wrote.” Uhm... I don’t see that at 
all. But I do agree with the rest of the 
release info that goes on to drop descrip- 
tions like new wave and no wave pop. 
That fits. —Mr. Z (Thick) 


NOAM CHOMSKY: 

The Imperial Presidency: CD 

Okay, look: I would never bag on AK 
Press (or Chomsky himself) for putting out 
discs like this. But I’ve always viewed 
political lectures and spoken word CDs the 
same way I view comedy albums: you lis- 
ten to it once and then, if your friends are 
over and you’re drinking beer, you slap it 
on (though I can’t honestly see slapping 
this one in when we’re all drinking Pabst 
and shooting the shit). Point is, those types 
of albums generally garner a listen or two, 
and then I forget about ‘em. Chomsky, by 
now pretty much the godfather of the punk 
soundbite, is an experienced lecturer, obvi- 
ously, and his presentations are complex. 
Guy’s a linguist; the stuff’s wordy, you 
know? For me, I’d rather have a book of 
the same material to pore over; I could 
take my time and decipher just what the 
hell he’s getting at, a line at a time. On this 
disc, I made it to the third track 
(“Rescinding the Geneva Convention’) 
and I was already lost, trying to decipher 
what he’d said four sentences before. 
Anyway, this disc is _ subtitled 
“Sovereignty, Terror, and the ‘Second 
Superpower’” and is Chomsky’s most 
recent dismantling of the War on Terror, 
the concept of “pre-emptive war” and a 
pointed comparison between the Bush 
Administration’s agenda regarding “ter- 
rorist threats” and what their underlying 


priorities actually are. I figure I’m proba- 
bly just a bit slower than the average guy, 
but if you’re going to put this one in the 
CD player, sit close: you’re gonna want to 
hit the pause button and let certain state- 
ments sink in to the gray matter before you 
move ahead. Personally, if I had to choose 
a format, I’d take the print version of this 
thing any day. —Keith Rosson (AK Press) 


NOFX: Leaving Jesusland b/w 

Benny Got Blowed Up:7" 

NOFX: Teenage Punching Bag b/w 

One Way Ticket to Fuckneckville: 7" 
These are numbers six and seven of the 
twelve singles in a year for NOFX. What’s 
settling in is that NOFX, and in particular 
Fat Mike, has been able to quietly reinvent 
the band. They’ve realized their 
strengths—the music’s instantly NOFX, 





kept them, but are still growing in a com- 
pletely different direction from where they 
started. All without alienating their core 
fans. For a band that started off with dick 
and fart jokes and midpointed with bestial- 
ity and the joys of vaginal fisting, they’ ve 
evolved into becoming the musical equiv- 
alent of Al Franken. Equal parts humor 
and political commentary. You’d of been a 
boner to utter the words “astute political 
and sociological commentary” when lis- 
tening to S & M Airlines, but now, it’s spot 
on, especially thinking this is going right 
into the headphones of kids who have a 
choice between this and, say, Korn. The 
other long-ranging theme? Dead friends or 
friends who make poor life decisions; 
something almost all of us can relate to. 
—Todd (Fat) 


ONION FLAVORED RINGS: Two Minutes’ 
Enlightenment: LP 

That first Onion Flavored Rings album 
didn’t leave my turntable for a long, long 
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time. There was something about the way 
that fuzzy, sloppy pop tumbled out of 
speakers on top of some of the most self- 
loathing lyrics I’ve ever heard. So right 
away, Two Minutes’ Enlightenment has a 
tough act to follow, but they pull through 
pretty well. I think I still like the first one 
better, if only for the rougher production 
and sloppier, more enthusiastic playing. 
All the elements of their old stuff are still 
there, just polished up a bit more—not a 
bad thing, but it’s like getting Eternally 
Yours when you’re expecting (I’m) 
Stranded, you know? Still, they’re one of 
the best bands to come out of the East 
Bay in recent years (you can practically 
smell the El Farolito burritos while this 
record is playing) and this is a really 
good album. —Josh (No Idea) 


ORANGE: Welcome to the World of... :CD 
It just feels wrong. Icky, really. Sure, the 
songs are as catchy as SARS and the pro- 
duction is top notch but none of that can 
hide the feeling of trying too hard. Sure, 
it has all the “plaid and zips” you could 
ever want on a record but it really lacks 
any kind of heart. You’d be much better 
off listening to the Briefs again. In fact, 
I'll go do that. -Ty Stranglehold (Hellcat) 


ORANGE: Welcome to the World of... :CD 
This CD is for those of you who are in 
love with Rancid and the American Idiot 
Green Day of today, but are now looking 
for something new to blast in your car. 
The CD showcases what you’ ve come to 
expect from Hellcat: amazing production 
and catchy songs from beginning to end. 
From the looks of the pictures on the lay- 
out, these kids are still in high school. 
Yeah, still pink in the cheeks and all... oh 
wait, that’s blush and lipstick. Whose 
mane did they have to stroke in order to 
ride the Hellcat? That’s what I wanna 


know! Either way, I hope these kids have 
not become egomaniacs since signing to 
an Epitaph imprint. And I hope they 
understand what sort of privilege it is to 
have music they created at such a young 
age propelled to ninety percent of the 
music stores all over the world and 
that—despite what talent they might or 
might not have—someone has given 
them a huge fucking chance that not 
many people get. Orange, I expect to see 
more politics and more “doin’ it for the 
kids” on the next album, or it’II be (in the 
unforgettable words of UHF’s Stanley 
Spadowski) tossed like a bag of moldy 
tangerines! —Mr. Z (Hellcat) 


OUT COLD: Planned Accidents: 7" 

These guys continue to defy the law of 
diminishing returns by mining in 
Negative Approach-land and stil] manag- 
ing to come up with gold nuggets the size 
of fucking meteors. You get five tunes 
this time out, all of them dripping with 
vitriol and up to their eyeballs in sheer 
muscle. You know, one day Out Cold 
will take its place as one of the greatest 
hardcore bands this country’s ever pro- 
duced. I highly recommend you pay rapt 
attention to them now while they’re still 
around rather than waiting until they’re 
long gone and you’re paying, like, $400 
bucks for this bad boy and feeling like 
you got a good deal. Put simply, Out 
Cold fucking rules, tough guy. Jimmy 
Alvarado (Acme) 


PAPER BULLETS: Self-titled: CD 

This has a bit of a familiar feel to it. 
Fuzzed-out, sorta-punk stuff that I’m 
finding a little bit like early Sonic Youth 
and a lot like Eastern Canadian fuzz pop- 
pers Eric’s Trip. Refreshing and fun. -Ty 
Stranglehold (Ear Flaw) 


PHARMACY, THE: B.F.F.: CD 

Spook rock with synth that would fit 
nicely on a bill wedged between the 
Starvations and the Lost Sounds, and 
that would be a show I wouldn’t want to 
miss. -Megan (Don’t Stop Believin) 


PINDRIVERS, THE: 

Headbanger Gangsta Youth Vol. IV:7" 
Mid-fi, jump and shag, poor punks huff- 
ing blues from Italy. Their swagger’s 
what’s convincing. Hips be a-shakin’. 
These guys would fit in perfectly in a 
Budget Rock Showcase, opening for 
Oblivians (who they cover), Mummies 
(who they channel), and the Rip Offs 
(who the dude on their cover looks 
like). Sprinkle on the dirty-yet-sharp 
rust flakes of modern banner holders, 
like Vee Dee and the River City 
Tanlines, and it’s definitely a strong 
showing from a band who used to be 
called the Pin Pals. Limited to 300. 
~-Todd (Goodbye Boozy) 


PLAN R: Self-titled: 7” 

Although I’m sure it’s not their inten- 
tion, Plan R kind of reminds me of Dick 
Army. Cheap, simple knockoffs of early 
Black Flag played for fun and without 
any real curveballs (except for the 
singer’s curvy balls, but that’s another 
story...). I don’t know if it’1] remain in 
heavy rotation for a long time, but I 
think I can safely say that it’s one of the 
top five or six bands that this Colin guy 
has ever been in. Josh (Blind Spot) 


PNEMONIAS, THE: Self-titled: 7” 

Very Ramonesy, but done really well. 
The thing that confuses me is that, 
although they appear to be in their late 
twenties, they’re singing about being 
rejected at the high school dance. Maybe 
they do things differently in France, or 


maybe they need to let something go. 
—Megan (High School Reject) 


POPULATION REDUCTION: 

At the Throats of Man Forever: 7" 

The music on here is ruling. Great riffs 
and drumming, with excellent produc- 
tion. Unfortunately, the vocals are just 
too low and guttural for my taste. Fans 
of early Napalm Death and other early 
death metal/grind will love this! First 
three hundred are on green/black splat- 
ter vinyl for the scum. If you love those 
low vocals, this is gonna be about as 
good as you will find. -Mike Frame 
(Tankcrimes) 


PUBLIC ACCESS: Fleeced: CDEP 

When this first came on the stereo I 
thought: awesome. Angry, modernized 
Born Against style hardcore. I was so 
into it. And then it changed. My trem- 
bling finger rose slowly to the speakers. 
There it was. The ska. Suddenly, I was 
assaulted by ghastly saxophones and 
Sublime-esque ska. Why this inexplica- 
ble shift, I’ve no idea. But it’s a bad idea. 
Please, for the love of god, fire the saxo- 
phone player, kick the eternal upstroke 
out of the guitar player, and just play the 
hardcore. There is great potential in that. 
But with the ska, oh no. No, no, no. —KO! 
(www.pocketfulofchangerecords.com) 


PULSES, THE: Gather Round and Destroy 
All Our Records: CD 

A little art punk is mixed with a little col- 
lege rock and slathered on top of a punk 
rock. Although it ain’t quite as immedi- 
ately tasty as the confections Dirtnap 
usually serves up, it definitely has some 
substance to it and, thus, leaves a more 
lasting impression than one would 
expect. -Jimmy Alvarado (Dirtnap) 
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QUINTRON & MISS PUSSYCAT: 

Swamp Tech: CD 

I’m not the biggest advocate for techno- 
logical advancements that make it rela- 
tively easy for people to create and dis- 
seminate their art. I think that a lot of the 
people who would have given up after 
multiple rejections are now putting it out 
themselves. Quintron & Miss Pussycat 
are one of the reasons that I’m happy it 
exists. This is something that would 
probably not make its way to me through 
friends or chance exposure. Two people 
recorded dancey songs onto a two-track, 
then ran it through once more to add 
additional vocals, and there you go. It’s 
funny and it’s fun, and it’s sure to find its 
way to my next dance party. —Megan 
(www.quintronandmisspussycat.com) 


RABID GRANNIES: 

My Brain Is Rotten: 7" 

Hyper-speed Swedish hardcore not as 
reliant on Discharge as many of their 
fellow countrymen, with lyrics about 
skateboarding, degenerating, and play- 
ing really fast. If speed is your thing, 
this’ll do the trick. -Jimmy Alvarado 
(Wasted Sounds) 


RAMRODS, THE: 

Gimme Some Action: CD 

The best that I can figure, the Ramrods 
were evidently a Detroit band from the 
1970s who sounded a hell of a lot like 
Iggy and the Stooges and even played 
covers of some of their songs as well as 
ones from the Beatles and the Who. For 
some reason, someone thought it would 
be a good idea to release this album of 
their music (including the covers) over 
twenty-five years later. I have never 
heard of the Ramrods. Why anyone 
thought this would be a good idea is 
beyond me. The audacity to sound a lot 


like the Stooges on your original stuff 
(except not quite as punk) and then cover 
them seems pretty incredulous. 
Recommended only for music fans stuck 
in 1970s Detroit. -—Kurt Morris (Young 
Soul Rebels) 


RASPUTINA: Radical Recital: CD 

Boring art-adult contemporary with 
vocals in the style of Tori Amos, but with 
Bjork singing out of key. Unless they’re 
using a dictionary I haven’t come across 
which defines “radical” as a whole bunch 
of bullshit, I think we have a difference 
of definition. —Megan (Filthy Bonnet, 
www.rasputina.com) 


RCADE INFERNO: 

This Gent's a Scoundrel: CD 

The first time I heard Reade Inferno was 
at a house party where Jeff Ott played 
acoustic. Let me clarify that: I went to 
my friends’ barbeque and Jeff Ott also 
happened to be playing in the living 
room during the time I was there. (On a 
side note, it ended up being pretty fun as 
the crowd wouldn’t let him play his typi- 
cal acoustic stuff, only Fifteen songs, and 
seeing my friends so happy and yelling 
offensive/funny stuff like “White 
power!” anytime he tried to get serious, 
made it a good time.) Before all of this, I 
was standing in the backyard when my 
friend J. came out and said I had to hear 
this band. I went inside and there were 
two guys with acoustic guitars yelling in 
the middle of the living room. And it was 
awesome. Then they met two guys in 
Anaheim (one who looks a lot like Bill S. 
Preston and makes the most intense faces 
ever when he plays) and two days later, 
played a Fourth of July barbecue in San 
Pedro (with the impressive line-up of 
Grabass Charlestons, the Soviettes, 
Tiltwheel, Toys That Kill, and Killer 


Dreamer) and were again awesome. I 
don’t know if it’s in the recording of this, 
but the energy and rawness that I really 
like when I saw them just isn’t on this 
CD, with the exception of the opening 
track. It alternates between guttural and 
slightly nasal vocals more than I remem- 
ber, but I still like it. -Megan (ADD) 


REAL LOSERS, THE: 

Music for Funsters: CD 

Kids weaned on the teats of the Saints by 
way of the Reatards, kin to the Kill-a- 
Watts. It’s that easy-to-fuck-up, difficult 
to distill mix of glass, dirt, and bub- 
blegum. Glass: clearly, there are songs 
inside and they jounce by like a Ferris 
wheel off its axis, rolling through a state 
fair. And it ain’t just retard noise or shit 
just scattering away. Dirt: trashy, mid- 
dle-fi, broken-instrument, “one string 
left and we’ll still play” basement punk. 
Bubblegum: toes be a tappin’, heads be a 
noddin’, beers be a-drunken, Devo be 
covered. Shit like this is direct, but it 
sure ain’t done this well that often, espe- 
cially for fifteen songs. Great stuff. 
—Todd (Trick Knee) 


REAL MCKENZIES, THE: 10,000 Shots: CD 
I guess Fat shut down the Honest Don’s 
division. These guys are now on the main 
imprint. With a few releases under their 
belt, it is fitting to be on the primary 
label. If you haven’t heard these crazy 
westside Canucks (Vancouver, B.C.) 
before, you are missing out. This band of 
drunkards has a love of their Scottish her- 
itage, and has a bagpipe player to boot. I 
haven’t seen the band live, but from the 
pictures I have seen, they perform live in 
kilts and don the accessories to play the 
part. The music is a blend of Celtic folk 
music and mid-tempo punk. The magic 
of their music is that you can genuinely 


feel that they are having fun doing what 
they’re doing. If they are not having fun, 
they are drunk off their arses and can 
fake it. It’s music to do a fancy jig to or 
you can grab a bunch of drunken friends 
and try to get a square dance going with- 
out spilling your drinks. If bands like 
Flogging Molly or the Pogues are on 
your playlist, this one will slip in without 
notice. -Donofthedead (Fat) 


REAL MCKENZIES, THE: 10,000 Shots: CD 
At first listen, it’s really easy to just write 
these guys off as a NOFX clone with 
bagpipes. There’s the title, the fact that 
the cover features the band hoisting, like, 
a huge bottle of beer; they’re all wearing 
kilts; and judging by the song titles, their 
shtick seems to be punking-up Scottish 
ballads and/or writing their own tunes 
about, mostly, getting shitfaced. As in, 
they seem at first listen to be a talented 
but self-limiting band, a one-trick pony 
milking the kilts-and-whiskey kitsch for 
all it’s worth. But after repeated listens, 
there’s something more going on here. A 
lot of their originals have a surprising 
amount of depth and intelligence to them 
and I think the fact that they’ ve managed 
to kick up traditional songs into two- 
and-a-half-minute sonic volleys full of 
hooks, refined snarls, and plenty of 
melody is actually pretty rad. I mean, 
yeah, the vocalist still sounds weirdly 
like Scrooge McDuck backed by a more 
than competent Fat band, but there’s 
enough of a rock-solid foundation to 
make sure that it’s gonna get some spins. 
—Keith Rosson (Fat) 


REATARDS, THE: Plastic Surgery: 7" 

There is simply no slowing down for this 
band. Back photo of Jay shoving his mic 
into the speaker says it all. They even 
pull off a Persuaders cover and equal it in 
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muck. But don’t get me wrong, this is a 
well-produced slab. First place on race 
day. -Speedway Randy (Shattered 
Records, www.shatteredrecords.net) 


REBEL SPELL, THE: Days of Rage: CD 
Here we have the follow up to this 
Vancouver quartet’s amazing debut. It’s 
one of those rare instances that a band 
actually manages to surpass themselves. 
Hard, melodic, angry, and political, Rebel 
Spell manage to get their message across 
in a manner that is not only listenable, but 
downright addicting! Seriously, this didn’t 
leave my car for quite some time. I’m not 
sure if they’ve made the trip south of the 
border yet, but I know they are on tour 
eternally so if you can, do yourself a favor 
and check them out. —-Ty Stranglehold 
(www.therebelspell.com) 


REBEL SPELL, THE: Days of Rage: CD 
What starts out sounding like Crashdog 
meets Dropkick Murphys meets AFI, 
plays out via sing-along, dirty punk with a 
solid political backbone and pop edge. 
The ten songs here clock in at just less 
than thirty minutes. Seemingly every song 
contains a fast, short, punk guitar solo and 
pretty straight-forward structure. Lyrics 
are included, as are explanations for each 
song including one about how Ronald 
Reagan was behind John Lennon’s assas- 
sination since Lennon was such a power- 
ful proponent of peace. A nice booklet 
layout and a video of live clips are includ- 
ed. Nothing here blows me out of the 
water, but this is fun, energetic, and defi- 
nitely reminiscent of the better aspects of 
old Avail and AFI. —Kurt Morris 
(www.clandestinecollective.com) 


RED INVASION: 
I'm Not Too Young to Die: CD 
Decent enough ‘77-inspired Stitches punk 


that, while lyrically is about as substantive 
as a bag of unsalted, unbuttered popcorn, 
wasn’t a bad listen on the whole. —Jimmy 
Alvarado (www.peladorecords.com) 


REIGN OF BOMBS/ASSEMBLY LINE 
CRUCIFIXION: Split: 7” 

Reign of Bombs: Swedish hardcore, heavy 
on the requisite Discharge influence, which, 
in this case, means metallic guitars and 
haiku lyrics. Assembly Line Crucifixion: 
More Swedish hardcore with less 
Discharge in the mix and vocals that give 
Martin Sorrondeguy a run for his money. 
—Jimmy Alvarado (www.reignofbombs.tk) 


REIGN OF BOMBS/ 

EARTH DIED SCREAMING: Split: 7” 
Reign of Bombs: There’s less reliance on 
Discharge here, resulting in longer song 
lengths, especially in the lyrics of the first 
song, and more metallic guitars while 
managing to maintain sufficient edge. 
Earth Died Screaming: Wow, I was 
expecting hardcore, but I wasn’t expect- 
ing to be whopped upside the head with a 
brick. Loud, gallop-speed Swedish hard- 
core with screaming fetus vocals, sorta 
like “Fuck Authority” Raw Power with 
more fuzz pumped in and less metal. 
Good stuff from both bands. —Jimmy 
Alvarado (www.reignofbombs.tk) 


REIGNING SOUND: 

I'll Cry b/w Your Love: 7" 

Okay, here, I'll admit my ignorance. My 
relationship with the Rolling Stones start- 
ed all backwards in the ‘80s and their 
disco era and it’s taken many a punk cover 
of their songs for me to reel back from 
deep-seeded revulsion. It doesn’t help 
matters any that they get cartoon ants in 
commercials to play along to their songs 
to sell soda pop. However, by slowly 
going back to where the Stones started, I 


can finally see why people go ga ga over 
“em. What in the fuck does this have to do 
with the Reigning Sound? Quite simply, 
there’s a bit more than a passing blush 
with this 7” and “Under My Thumb’-era 
Stones (when I first heard that song, I 
though it was a Social Distortion original. 
Fuck, I was thirteen.). And if this had 
been, say, the first Rolling Stones tracks 
I'd ever heard, I’d be floored. Reigning 
Sound have a rich, lush, done-all-the- 
thinking-for-you songs that pull in a cav- 
alcade of instruments while none of it 
sounds excessive. Wholly pleased. Big, 
finger-snapping, catchy stuff that makes 
me want to flip this sonofabitch over and 
over. —Todd (Slovenly) 


RENO DIVORCE: Naysayers and Yesmen / 
Laugh Now Cry Later: CD 

I always find it humorous when bands that 
look really tough on their album art come 
off sounding like something my parents 
might’ve listened to back in the ‘50s or 
‘60s, but with a slight punk edge to the 
music. So they speed up the music a bit 
and have some tattoos, long hair, and 
smoke on stage; they still play what is for 
all practical purposes pop music. Don’t get 
me wrong, Reno Divorce is a tight three- 
piece act with a healthy rockabilly influ- 
ence (and an extra helping of the word 
“fuck” in their lyrics), but based on their 
looks and their band name I guess I 
expected something a little harder and 
devious. Instead, I just keep picturing my 
parents being “dangerous” and listening to 
this in order to prove to me that they’re 
finally cool. —Kurt Morris (Street Anthem) 


RICHARD HELL: Spurts: 

The Richard Hell Story: CD 

Known to many as a late ‘70s poet/writer 
punk, Richard Hell was a founding mem- 
ber in a handful of NYC-based bands. 


Included in this CD retrospect are some of 
his more-known outfits, like the Neon 
Boys, Television, the Heartbreakers, and 
the Voidoids. There’s key stuff aboard on 
this release like the coupla Neon Boys 
cuts, including a “preliminary version” of 
“Love Comes in Spurts.” There are hand- 
fuls of Voidoids material, one of the 
coolest being their 7” Radar single, “The 
Kid with the Replaceable Head.” (This 
was covered years later by the Humpers, 
documented on a near-impossible-to-find 
live boot 7”, and yes, Billy, I still got 
mine!) There’s even a live version of The 
Heartbreakers doing “Chinese Rocks” 
that’s pretty cool, even if it’s as raw as 
they come. The booklet included with the 
disc contains play-by-play explanations 
for each track by Hell himself, as well as 
old and new pics and full production/ori- 
gin credits. This collection is the perfect 
way for anyone who’s not familiar with 
Hell to take a full look at what he’s done 
in the studio all these years. Malcolm 
Mclaren continues to owe Hell an assload 
of money for taking his torn and tattered 
look and incorporating it into a profitable 
industry in the late ‘70s. Yeah, I said it— 
so what? Put that in your diamond- 
encrusted pipe and smoke it, Johnny 
Lydon. —Designated Dale (Rhino) 


RINGERS: Curses: CD 

This sounds so much like a late-’80s 
Gilman Street —band—specifically 
Crimpshrine—it ain’t funny. A look at 
their contact info reveals they’re from 
Massachusetts. Go figure. -—Jimmy 
Alvarado (www.1234gorecords.com) 


RIPPERS, THE: Raw Evil: 7" 

You know that unmistakable sound of a 
Marshall JCM 800? That really hot, elec- 
tric-sounding hum that feels like riding a 
big bike with big tires down a hill really 
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fast? The Rippers know that sound and 
embrace the hell out of it. They remind me 
a lot of Ass Cobra-era Turbonegro, but that 
just might be the European accents (the 
Rippers are from Italy or Spain or some- 
thing). This record’s DIY as hell, too: 
hand-stamped covers with an actual phys- 
ical photo of the band duct taped to the 
back. Awesome! —Ben Snakepit (Ripper) 


RIVER CITY TANLINES: 

All 7 Inches Plus 2 More: CD 

Yup. Alicja Trout (see this issue’s 
cover) has got it going on, no two ways 
about it. Leaving barely any time to lick 
the wounds of the dearly departed Lost 
Sounds, she’s back in the van, record- 
ing more songs, and expanding her 
already impressive catalog of music. 
The Tanlines are a stripped-down (not 
ripped off, not strip mined) three-piece 
rockin’ machine. Rock, as in dirty and 
anxious, but well calculated and not 
bloated nor pussyfooting with needless 
solos. Both T-Money and Bubba John (I 
believe) have served time with RL 
Burnside and it shows: power and 
direction instead of being a wankali- 
cious, pout-lipped affair. The band, as a 
whole, makes me think of decay, 
chipped glasses of gasoline, and broken 
porches: fire amongst the ruins, watch- 
ing the flames, and then stomping down 
on it into ash. Musically, they’re kin- 
dred spirits to the rascally pop of the 
Alley Cats (they cover “Nothing Means 
Nothing Anymore”) and a more raspy 
Bitch School. Come to think of it, 
Alicja reminds me of Joan Jett, if Joan 
Jett got 1/100th of the notoriety she 
deserved, was born, bred, and had 
Memphis dirt under her fingernails, and 
then was forced to do it all DIY almost 
completely under the radar. Great stuff. 
—Todd (Dirtnap) 


ROKY ERICKSON: Don't Slander Me: CD 
Re-release of a 1982 record from this 
Texas tormented genius. Backed by the 
Aliens, one of his better backing bands, 
Roky gives us some wild ones on this bad 
boy. The title track is a flat-out rocker. 
“Burn the Flames,” which some of you 
may remember from the Night of the 
Living Dead soundtrack, is still damn 
creepy. “Bermuda” tells the tale of taking 
a trip that you may never return from— 
ever! “Can’t Be Brought Down” is a killer 
song in the 13th Floor Elevators vein. 
This record also features a more twangy 
version of “Starry Eyes” that I think I like 
better than later reworks. King Coffey 
(Butthole Surfers) polished up Roky’s 
“new” version a little too much on All 
That May Do My Rhyme. The outtakes are 
also very cool. I hear Roky’s been playing 
live for the first time in quite a while. But 
unless you live in Austin—good luck, you 
have about as much of a chance of hearing 
these songs live as catching Syd Barrett 
strumming “Dark Globe” in a coffee- 
house. So get the next best thing and pur- 
chase this excellent reissue. —Sean 
Koepenick (Rykodisc) 


ROTTEN FRUITS, THE: Abomination: 7" 
Simplistic punk rock with a singer almost 
as annoying as the Crucifucks’ Doc Dart. 
“Skinhead Boys” is destined to become 
mandatory listening at all oi-boy func- 
tions. — Jimmy Alvarado (Criminal IQ) 


RUN LIKE HELL: Give ‘Em Hell: CD 

Musically, this is decent as far as 
American skinhead stuff goes, but lyrical- 
ly it’s pretty much more of the same hack- 
neyed fodder—working 9 to 5 sucks/I’m 
an outsider/don’t disrespect this great 
nation/this one goes out to the troops— 
that one would expect. To their credit, 
they kept the odes to drinking to them- 


selves this time out. —Jimmy Alvarado 
(www.coretexrecords.com) 


RUNS, THE: Wet Sounds: CD 

This band is neither as one-and-done lousy 
as one might fear, nor as impishly brilliant 
as one might hope (although i’m giving 
them twenty bonus points for paraphrasing 
Dee Dee Ramone’s Rock & Roll Hall of 
Fame induction speech in the liner 
notes)—instead, they’re a pretty fast, pret- 
ty poorly recorded Ramonesy punk band 
who sing stupid songs like “Blood Feast (A 
Love Song)’ and “Your Butt Begs for 
Butter” that, on closer inspection, aren’t 
really as stupid as they initially appear (the 
album that my Cranial Antecedent 
Indicators are attempting to point me 
towards seems to be TMA’s What's For 
Dinner? LP [ca. 1984], but, since my 
Cranial Antecedent Indicators don’t alpha- 
betize my records for me, i’m going to 
leave that one in the realm of mere cogni- 
tive association for the nonce). I’m guess- 
ing that if Mutant Pop Records was still in 
business, Timbo would grapple over the 
moral and aesthetic peril that having a 
fecally themed act on the label would 
engender (well, besides the Connie Dungs, 
i mean), then eventually yield to his baser 
impulses and sign these guys to a series of 
lucrative 7-song CD-Rs. The original pur- 
veyors of the Beach Boys/diarrhea connec- 
tion! Accept no substitutes! BEST SONG: 
“Nothing Poetic” or “My Girlfriend’s an 
Australopithecine” BEST SONG TITLE: 
“My Girlfriend’s an Australopithecine” 
FANTASTIC AMAZING TRIVIA FACT: 
No Pat Stirrats were murdered in the 
recording of this album! —Rev. Ngrb 
(Urban Cheese, www.urbancheese.com) 


SAINTE CATHERINES/ 
WHISKEY SUNDAY: Split: 7” 
The Sainte Catherines, there’s so many of 


them! Seriously, there’s like six of them, 
cranking out heavy, dark hardcore with 
pretty little melodies that peek out and 
kiss you on the cheek every now and then. 
I heard their next full-length is gonna be 
on Fat Wreck (good move, Mike!). 
Whiskey Sunday is equally dark, but not 
as heavy as the Sainte Catherines, with 
guitars that are a little more rock and a lit- 
tle less hardcore. Imagine if Storm the 
Tower were less Austin and more 
Chattanooga, if that makes sense. This is a 
good split record ‘cause the two bands are 
both similar enough and different enough 


to compliment each other well. 
Recommended! —Ben Snakepit 
(Vinehell/Yo Yo) 


SCHLEPROCK: Learning to Crawl: CD 

The East L.A./San Gabriel valley punk 
scene has long been one of varied sounds 
and bands both good and, um, not quite as 
good. Schleprock was one of the better 
ones—a band that took the hardcore they 
were raised on and used it to fuel a post-oi 
punk rock monster with loud guitars and 
catchy choruses. They were popular in the 
‘hood long before the rest of the world 
caught on, so as surreal as it may have 
been to hear one of their tunes in a 
Budweiser commercial, it wasn’t surpris- 
ing in the least to those of us who had seen 
“em come up. They were a good band, one 
that deserved the attention they received, 
and while they took it as far as they could 
before imploding, they always managed 
to keep one foot planted firmly in the 
home scene and did their best to help out 
their peers when they could (one particu- 
larly embarrassing memory involved, at 
the insistence of our singer, Pogo, hound- 
ing a patient Doug to discuss the logistics 
of the Black Jax touring with Schleprock 
when I knew full well the Black Jax 
weren’t in any condition to be touring 
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anywhere). To that end, this collection of 
assorted demos, b-sides, and other rarities 
intended as a tribute to their guitarist Jeff 
Graham, who died a few years ago of an 
overdose, is also a fine retrospective of 
the band itself. Unlike many other compa- 
rable collections, the sound and perfor- 
mances on the tracks culled here are con- 
sistently top notch and showcase the band 
at their finest. True to form, it is also 
meant to serve as a benefit for Jeff’s wife 
Monica. Good guys, them Shleppers 
remain. Recommended listening. Jimmy 
Alvarado (Fiend) 


SCREECHING WEASEL: 

Weasel Mania: CD 

According to my pop punk expert source, 
“Some of the songs that they pick are pret- 
ty good, but other time it’s the worst—like 
on Emo, they only picked two songs, and 
they picked the two worst ones.” I honest- 
ly missed having a Screeching Weasel 
phase, and, in general, my pop punk expo- 
sure has been pretty limited until the past 
couple of years. I’m sure I’ve heard them 
before, but this was my first time actually 
putting them on of my own volition. For 
my money, I’d rather throw on Rivethead, 
who, some ten or fifteen years later, are 
doing much more inventive things with a 
similar sound, but I have taken someone 
up on their suggestion to make me a more 
representative comp. (Note: since this was 
written, Rivethead has broken up, causing 
me much sadness in the pop punk part of 
my heart.) -Megan (Fat) 


SCREWDRIVERS, THE: 

Shape of a Bird in Transit: CD 

When you take a name so similar to that of 
a quite well known band with a strong Nazi 
slant, you’re kind of asking for trouble. 
Then again, when you make pretty bland 
sissy music, I guess you’re asking for trou- 


ble too. Note: This was only based on the 
first song because even though it says there 
are ten tracks, my players only found one. 
—Megan (www.thescrewdrivers.com) 


SCURVY DOGS: Relieve Yourself: 7" 

Hell yes, Bay Area HC strikes again! 
Great, fast, and catchy snotty hardcore 
on this five-song single. Between 
Deadfall, Funeral Shock, and this band, 
Northern California is the place to be 
right now for great current original style 
hardcore. The band name made me think 
this might be gutter punk, but I was 
pleasantly surprised to see that was not 
the case. This is a great, raging, and 
catchy hardcore single. First three hun- 
dred are on red/black swirl for the scum. 
Eat up! —Mike Frame (Tankcrimes) 


SEX SLAVES: Bite Your Tongue: CD 

Looking at the cover and hearing the first 
song, all I can think is that I’m listening to 
what it would sound like if Poison were to 
play Rancid songs. With the partially 
naked girls on the cover making out, it 
comes off as these guys are more worried 
about getting laid than playing music and 
it shows. I pass. -Donofthedead (Radical) 


SICBAY: Suspicious Icons: CD 

Third release from this Minneapolis trio. 
Led by singer Nick Sakes (ex-Dazzling 
Killmen, Colossamite), this is raw, emo- 
tional rock that burns like a defective 
socket being gingerly rammed into your 
eardrum. The title track rocks thanks to 
Greg Schaal’s frenzied back beats. 
“Riposte in Pieces” sounds like a tune 
Roger Miller would dig thoroughly. Dave 
Erb’s guitar collides with Sakes’ playing 
to glorious effect on songs like “The 
Paper Blanket.” Fans of old SST bands 
like Saccharine Trust will worship Sicbay. 
The only complaint Bones may bring up 


is there’s no bass player—but hey, you 
can’t have it all! Recorded in a studio that 
used to be Blackberry Way. I bet Bob 
Stinson’s beer-soaked guitar strings are 
still in the corner. Nice. -Sean Koepenick 
(54 40 or Fight!) 


SKARP: Requiem: CD 

A new scene of bands are coming out 
again from the underground of Seattle that 
have no resemblance to the grunge move- 
ment of yesteryear. Skarp is one of these 
bands that are taking on the torch of dark, 
heavy, and fast music. Now having seen 
this band live a couple of times, I was 
ready to hear the recorded material. This 
full length is brutal as it comes. Self-pro- 
claimed pioneers of “Blackout Grind,” 
grindcore is definitely what they play: 
strong elements of punk and crust; female 
vocals that are screamed with blistering 
venom and guttural to the point of low- 
end hearing damage. The drummer is 
incredible with his machine-like precision 
while he hits a rapid succession of beats at 
a breakneck pace. The guitars and bass are 
riff-ridden with a downtuned aura that 
creates the dark atmosphere. They hit you 
in the face with power chords that are 
strong, then take you for the whirlwind 
ride of your life, riffs and scales flying at 
your ears like a swarm of bees around 
your head. Just as good as seeing this 
band live is hearing their music recorded 
with good production. —Donofthedead 
(Alternative Tentacles) 


SNUGGLE!: Tag, You're It:7" 

Man, it’s bands like this that make you 
realize that the seven inch really probably 
is the ideal punk format, for now and ever- 
more. This record is so great: throaty and 
melodic punk in the vein of Splurge, 
Crimpshrine, and Jon Cougar 
Concentration Camp. The songs are per- 


sonal, emotional, pissed, and yet still wel- 
coming. The band name sucks for sure, 
and it’s hard to decipher any of the screen- 
printing on the sleeve at all, but then you 
play the thing and realize that some bands, 
whether through luck or thoughtfulness or 
hard work or careful planning, have the 
ability to put out at least one of those seven 
inches that'll be played on your turntable 
for years to come, and at least a song will 
wind up on mix tapes you make for a long 
time coming. Snuggle’s one of those 
bands, and Tag, You’re It is one of those 
records. —Keith Rosson (The Party’s Over) 


SONNY VINCENT: Soul Mates... : CD 

Sonny Vincent is pretty cool, but, truth be 
told, most of his records (including this 
one) are kinda blah—it sounds like what 
one imagines a Dee Dee Ramone solo CD 
would sound like were Dee Dee not a 
complete raving cartoon lunatic. Or, 
rephrasing that, it sounds like what one 
would imagine a Daniel Rey solo CD 
would sound like. Ack. Contains snippets 
of answering machine messages left by 
both Dee Dee and Joey Ramone; for what 
purpose i cannot say. Next. BEST SONG: 
“No Detour’ BEST SONG TITLE: 
“Robot Radio” FANTASTIC AMAZING 
TRIVIA FACT: “Time Bomb” isn’t the 
Ramones song, “Bang Bang” isn’t the 
U.K. Squeeze song, and “Chopping 
Block” isn’t the Little Killers song 
(although i think that one’s spelled differ- 
ently). Also, i went to a show once where 
Sonny Vincent, the Zodiac Killers, and 
the Clorox Girls played, and the best band 
of the night by a considerable margin was 
the opening act, the Guilty Pleasures— 
take that for whatever it’s worth. —Rev. 
Norb (Disturbed, www.cargo-records.de) 


SPLIT: Self-titled: 7” 
Loud, heavy hardcore from Switzerland 
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with personal, political, and scene-orient- 
ed lyrics. Not bad, not particularly mem- 
orable. -Jimmy Alvarado (Rinderherz) 


STIVS, THE: Sweet Heartache 

and the Satisfaction: CD 

It seems as though Angus Young has 
joined a punk rock and roll band, up in 
Oregon, USA. This has an obvious 
AC/DC influence, as well as the Dead 
Boys, of course. The heavy, riff-crazy 
guitar sets them apart from the sea of 
rock and roll bands out there, but it’s still 
lacking those catchy choruses a band like 
this needs. The name “the Stivs” stupe- 
fied me. I mean come on, you don’t 
advertise the singer from the band you’re 
trying to emulate. It’s like calling your 
Clash wannabe band “the Strummers.” 
And you set yourself up for a mighty 
tough comparison. If you like heavy, 
wanking rock punk, you'll like this. If 
you’re looking for catchy Dead Boys 
songs, stick to Young, Loud, and Snotty. 
—KO! (Boot to Head) 


STREET BRATS: 

See You at the Bottom: CD 

This struck a strange chord with me. It’s 
not bad, not great, but catchy. The more I 
listened to it, the more I began to feel like 
I’d heard the songs before. Then it hit 
me: there’s a lot of stuff stolen, bor- 
rowed, or extremely coincidentally 
sounding like parts from other songs. The 
song “We’re Alright” bears a strong 
resemblance in the chorus to “So 
Lonely” by the Police. I wasn’t sure if it 
was intentional, but the fact that they 
attribute all of the songs to themselves 
and then close with a “Lean on Me (One 
Life One Love),” which has a chorus of 
“Lean on me when you’re not strong/ Pll 
be your friend/ Pll help you carry on.” 
One of the guys does win the pretty- 


damn-great-shirt award for his “All 
Ramones All The Time” shirt which, in 
the spirit of the music, I might just rip off. 
—Megan (www.fullbreach77.com) 


STRENGTH FOR A REASON: 
Blood.Faith.Loyalty: CD 

Think SOD without the speed, the talent, 
or the sense of humor. —Jimmy Alvarado 
(Spook City) 


STRUNG UP: Warfucked: 7" 

Goddamn it. No matter how many times 
I proof things, I clock in at least four or 
five conspicuous fuckups per issue when 
I’m editing it. Last issue, I called this 
band Strung Out in their review. Fuck. 
Sorry. I’m retarded. Strung Up = really 
good hardcore. Strung Out = not-so-good 
band experiencing an identity crisis. 
Oopsadoodle. —Todd (Tankcrimes) 


STRUNG UP: Warfucked: 7" 

Vicious early ‘80s-style hardcore with 
no metal. I’ve heard a lot of good things 
about this band for a long time, and they 
do not disappoint. One thing, though: I 
know that calling your record 
Warfucked doesn’t leave much room for 
interpretation, but how about a lyric 
sheet? —Josh (Kangaroo) 


SUBHUMANS: 

Limited Edition Demo: CDEP 

Well, there is a sense of apprehension 
whenever a beloved band from days gone 
by decides to take another crack at it. You 
hope with all of your might that it will 
tule, but deep down you know it can 
never live up to the “glory days.” I'll tell 
you that I was more than excited to hear 
that three-fourths of the original lineup of 
Vancouver’s Subhumans was getting 
together to play shows. Upon arrival at 
the debut show, I was even more 


impressed that they had written some new 
stuff and a four-song EP was available. 
Impressed and scared. I am pleased to 
report that the Subhumans’ new stuff is 
great! All of the urgency and wit is there, 
served up with a sarcastic grin that will 
keep us smiling as we march to our 
impending doom. In four tracks they 
manage to cover a lot of ground including 
war, religion, celebrity, and misery. Mike 
Graham hasn’t played guitar since he left 
the band twenty years ago, but you’d 
never know it. The band is tight, and the 
good news is I hear that a full length is in 
the works. Dimwit (RIP) would be proud. 
—Ty Stranglehold (no address) 


SUBMACHINE: 

Loose at the Moose: CD/DVD 

I’ve got to admit that I didn’t want to like 
this, but something about the DVD por- 
tion of the package really got me to 
admire these guys as total working stiffs 
who just have a love for one another, their 
fans, and their music. The DVD is their 
live show at what appears to be a really 
small venue in Pittsburgh, the Smiling 
Moose. Their banter in between songs and 
the little interviews with different fans and 
members of the band makes this out to be 
almost something of a sociological study. 
The band definitely has a good sense of 
humor even if their music isn’t the most 
thrilling thing in the world. In the end, I 
found myself fast-forwarding through the 
music (who wants to see a shirtless fat guy 
with flabby arms and man-boobs play gui- 
tar anyway?) and just watching the inter- 
views. That alone made the viewing of the 
DVD not just sufferable but even some- 
what enjoyable. Granted, Submachine 
fans will want to get this for sure, but it 
still may prove to be an enjoyable time for 
fans of punk music in general. —Kurt 
Morris (Da’ Core) 


SUBSONICS: Die Bobby Die: CD 

This Atlanta band has been keeping it 
crunk for so long that i have forgotten 
whatever it was i once knew about them, 
and now only remember that there was 
once something i knew about them but 
that i no longer know it. But at least i 
know i don't know it! As it stands, the 
band reminds me about five percent of 
Love, five percent of Cher, about ten per- 
cent of the U-Men, and the other eighty 
percent of Lou Reed-slash-the Velvet 
Underground, from the period beginning 
after (but not including) White 
Light/White Heat and ending before (and 
also not including) Metal Machine Music 
(not surprisingly, the singer/guitarist 
/head dude goes by the telltale moniker 
of “Rockin’ Clay Reed.” Hmm... i won- 
der if he’s related to the dad from The 
Brady Bunch?). That is to say, not a 
bunch of flipped-out crap with cellos, nor 
a bunch of brain-blistering distorted gui- 
tar wig-outs, but that whole economical- 
yet-powerful approach of records like 
VU (a posthumous Velvet Underground 
collection that is actually their third best 
album) and/or Transformer (minus the 
whole he-she aspect of things). That is to 
say, they sound sort of like a cleaned-up 
Guided By Voices, but forced into a more 
traditional bass/drums/guitar framework, 
or sort of like M.O.T.O., but not 
punk/punkish. The whole affair is occa- 
sionally untidied by the fact that Rockin’ 
Clay Reed’s vocal register is a bit higher 
than Sweet Lou’s; therefore, in songs like 
“Why Don’t You Give Up on Flowers,” 
the entire faux-Velvets vibe is kinda 
wrecked by the fact that Lou Reed 
wouldn’t be singing that high in that key, 
which, in turn, brings to mind the old tale 
about how Eric Clapton started shooting 
heroin because he heard it would give 
depth to his voice, like it did for his idol 
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Ray Charles. I played this album twice, 
then listened to the first four Velvet 
Underground albums in a row, which, as 
far as i can tell, makes Die Bobby Die a 
gateway drug of substantial insidiousness. 
Not at all a bad record. BEST SONG: 
Believe it or don’t, i like “Don’t Answer 
the Phone,” but ill also throw in 
“Garbage People” to maintain punk cred. 
BEST SONG TITLE: “Why Don’t You 
Give Up on Flowers” FANTASTIC 
AMAZING TRIVIA FACT: Packaging is 
made to resemble the “Golden Book” 
series of children’s picture books. —Rev. 
Ngrb (Slovenly, www.slovenly.com) 


SWING DING AMIGOS: Kings of Culo: CD 
This is such a fucking hard band to 
describe. I could say that they take all the 
compressed weirdness of No Means No 
and mix it with the trashy, fucked up rock 
and roll of the Motards, but that doesn’t 
really seem to fit. I could also say that, 
when I first heard the term “powervio- 
lence,” this is what I hoped it would sound 
like, but that’s not gonna help anybody, 
either. So I’m about to just give up trying 
to describe this record because every sec- 
ond that I spend typing is one less second 
that I'll be able to spend playing air drums. 
All I can say is that I didn’t know if they 
could top The Mongolita Chronicles but 
they did, and if you like spastic, weird, 
impossibly catchy punk bands like Toys 
That Kill, the Bananas, and Fleshies, you 
should just weld your CD player shut with 
this inside it. Josh (Recess) 


TAVE: Homocore aus Dénemark: 7" 

I dunno. I get “core,” and i get “homo,” i 
think, but i don’t really get “homocore.” 
Like, not to put too fine a point on it, but... 
uh... WHO CARES??? Like, i understand 
why gay dudes who are into punk go to 


gay punk dude festivals, because, after all, 
they’re essentially gay punk dude conven- 
tions, and, you know, if you’re into gay 
punk dudes, might as well go where the 
gay punk dudes are, because, hey, the 
math is there. However, i don’t under- 
stand “homocore” because, as a non- 
homo, all i can think of is that if some 
band put out a record purporting to be 
“comicbookcore” or 
“MilwaukeeBuckscore” or 
“GreenBayPackerscore,” i, even though i 
am a diehard fan of comic books and the 
Bucks and the Packers, would not imag- 
ine that such a record would be worth 
more than a cursory spin or two. The 
whole idea of this sort of “focus group 
rock” just seems trivial and lame to me. I 
dunno. Whatever. Tave sound like the 
kind of mid-’80s style hardcore band that 
one usually finds on the undercard in gigs 
in smaller cities (where such a style is still 
the dominant punk rock idiom), and they 
primarily sing about being arrogant het- 
erosexuals who like to get drunk and 
fight. If a record like this is what you need 
to get thru your troubled adolescence, you 
have my sympathies. BEST SONG: 
“Gasser Rundt” maybe? BEST SONG 
TITLE: “Skraat Op Skrid’” FANTASTIC 
AMAZING TRIVIA FACT: The super- 
hero depicted on the cover is Iron Fist, 
whose real name was Danny something 
or another. —Rev. Ngrb (Audiofellatio) 


TEAM CHOCOLATE: Self-titled: 7” 

Hey, Against Me!, thanks a fucking lot. 
And you there, This Bike Is a Pipe Bomb! 
You’ve got some shit to answer for as 
well, pal. You know why? Because you’ve 
created monsters, that’s why. It’s funny to 
think that even as recently as four years 
ago, an entirely new sub-genre of punk 
was actively being fleshed out. I’m talking 


about, like I said, TBIAPB, the first two 
Against Me! seven inches, etc. Folk punk. 
Punks with acoustic guitars. 
Frankenstein’s foundation, intentionally or 
not, was being built. Admittedly, I love the 
first two Against Me! seven inches, love 
‘em. But I’m continually amazed at just 
how many people have jumped on the 
bandwagon. Reminds me of the pop punk 
explosion, ca. 1994-95. Green Day had 
signed, Screeching Weasel was still 
putting out great records; you couldn’t 
take a piss without running into some band 
that sang exclusively about girls and had 
lots of “whoa whoa whoa’s” in the back- 
ground. So add Team Chocolate to the 
creeping influx of bands that are now for- 
saking ye olde distortion pedal and hitting 
things clean. Befitting their name, the 
band’s a male/female two piece (probably 
involved in a relationship, judging by the 
amount of handholding and hugging that’s 
going on in the accompanying lyric book- 
let) that is just as sweet as all get out. 
Decent lyrics for sure, but the woman’s 
voice is like a straight shot of saccharine 
right into a vein: cloying as hell. Best I can 
say is, if you’re a fan of acoustic Plan-It-X 
stuff, specifically Erin Tobey’s solo stuff 
or the Abe Froman songs where she does- 
n’t screech, then you'll probably love this 
stuff. Me, I listened to it and felt like I’d 
just beer-bonged nine gallons of cocoa. 
—Keith Rosson (All Things Ordinary) 


TERMINAL STATE: Your Rules: 12” 

Todd sang the praises of Deranged 
Records last issue, and I’m about to do the 
same thing here. Deranged is easily one of 
the most consistent hardcore labels 
around; from early records by DS-13 and 
Tear It Up to underrated gems like United 
Super Villains and Out Cold all the way to 
genre-redefining classics like Fucked Up 


and Career Suicide, they’ve put out great 
records and never get caught up in any 
kind of hype or record geek minutia. And 
between this and the new Burial, the well 
shows no signs of going dry any time 
soon. Terminal State draws heavily from 
early ‘80s DC and Boston hardcore, mean- 
ing that (hopefully) you already know 
what they sound like, but that doesn’t 
make this any less of an adrenaline shot to 
the chest. Eight songs that blast right by 
with a vitality that’s damn near unmatched 
today. Absolutely top-shelf punk rock and 
an instant classic. -Josh (Deranged) 


THROW RAG: 13 Ft. and Rising: CD 

This record’s first track, “Swingset 
Superman,” kicks off with an intro similar 
to that of the Sex Pistols’ “Holidays in the 
Sun.” If you’re going to start your album 
with that reference, you'd better be able to 
back it up, and likewise, Throw Rag’s his- 
tory of great live shows threatens to make 
any studio album a letdown. But /3 Ft. 
and Rising lives up to all those chal- 
lenges. Dino, the guitarist, moves easily 
from punk to country and back, but the 
musical core of this album is a series of 
wonderfully sleazy-sounding riffs that 
recall the best of Link Wray. The lyrics 
jump quickly from one subject to the next, 
like rants of an overheated mind, and 
Captain Sean Doe’s vocals strain to 
stretch out the most painful parts of the 
songs. Jacko, possibly the only wash- 
board player/bugler in rock, sings lead on 
a couple tracks and makes the most of the 
opportunity, especially on the visceral 
“Rotten Me.” There are also guest appear- 
ances by Jello Biafra and Lemmy from 
Motorhead, but the most memorable 
cameo is Keith Morris’s mix of singing 
and spoken word on the final track, 
“Children of the Secret State.” Throw 
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Rag’s second album, Desert Shores, 
remains the band’s best, but this is a great 
follow-up to that savagely brilliant record. 
—Chris Pepus (BYO) 


TIME FLYS, THE: Fly: CD 

Sounds like what the Mystery Girls might 
have sounded like had they been really 
into the Dictators—songs about jailbait, 
smokin’ dope, dirt, anti-depressants, and 
apemen, delivered unto us in a lowish-fi, 
almost Freestone-esque rock via punk via 
rock via punk via rock methodology. If 
you pretend that these songs are all lost 
Killed By Death era numbers, it works a 
lot better than trying to speculate on 
whether they’re like the new Red Cross or 
something like that. Kinda cool, but could 
use a few more hits. Perhaps they could 
page Annette? BEST SONG: “Dirt (My 
Best Friend)” BEST SONG TITLE: 
“Teenage Is The Stone-Age” FANTAS- 
TIC AMAZING TRIVIA FACT: The CD 
version has a black & red cover; the LP 
has the same cover art, but orange and 
green. Score one for the digital revolution, 
i think. -Rev. Ngrb (Birdman) 


TOMMY GUTLESS: 

Death, Honor, or Glory Bound: CD 

Unlike many of their peers, Tommy 
Gutless deliver street punk that they 
appear to have put some thought behind. 
Sure, many of the usual trappings can be 
found here, from the nationalism to the 
“crew anthem,” but it is clear from the 
tone and the little explanations at the 
beginning of each set of lyrics that whoev- 
er wrote the tunes was truly attempting to 
make clear his point in an intelligent fash- 
ion, and in some cases that point includes 
casting a critical eye on skinhead culture 
itself. While I can’t quite say they were the 
best lyrics I’ve ever read, nor can I say I 
agree with some of their positions, I do 


give them much credit for putting the req- 
uisite work in to make them the best they 
could muster, which is more than what can 
be said for most. The music, derivative 
though it may be, was pretty good, too. 
—Jimmy Alvarado (Street Anthem) 


TRANZISTORS: Free ‘Lectricity: 7" 
Everything about this indicates that it pur- 
ports to be “soul music,” but what’s com- 
ing out of the speakers sounds more like 
sludgy ‘60s trash rock than Otis Redding. 
Worse, it’s not particularly interesting 
either, not even the noise intro on the flip. 
—Jimmy Alvarado (Young Soul Rebels) 


TRASHIES, THE: 

Life Sucks Trash Fuk: CD-R 

These guys claim that they wrote and 
recorded these eleven songs in one day. 
Given the lo-fi recording, I suppose it’s 
possible, but there’s something that’s just 
a bit too smart about this shit that doesn’t 
quite make it credible. And despite the 
“hey, we’re scumbags” angle they’re 
pushing for, they’re a pretty tight band. 
So, yeah, I’m not buying it. That said, 
these guys are idiots: they spray painted 
the face of the CD and managed to get 
some on the bottom of the disc as well. 
They also managed to completely staple 
the CD into the paper sleeve, so I had to 
rip the thing completely apart in order to 
get to the disc. Nice job. Anyway, the 
review: spazzed-out punk with the occa- 
sional keyboard and gang vocals. The 
song titles are telling: “Science Sucks,” 
“Discount Meat,” “I’m High So What,” “T 
Hate You Motherfuckers,” I’m Aborted,” 
and my personal favorite, “Sweatpants 
Boner.” No contact info except for a fuck- 
ing Myspace address. With equal parts 
Dayglo Abortions, Germs, and Tyrades all 
vying for breathing room on this thing, if 
they could just get their shit together 


enough to make something aesthetically 
presentable (or at least make sure not to 
get fucking spray paint on the next 
record), they might be on to something 
that the scummier side of the street’d be 
popping wood over. —Keith Rosson (The 
Trashies, www.myspace.com/thetrashies) 


TWINCAM: Self-titled: CDEP 
Horrendously bubbly pop music. 
Twincam has supposedly opened up for 
everyone from Blue Oyster Cult to Rancid 
to Mest. I’m sure every one of those fans 
was as bored by this as I was. Just because 
you have nice harmonies and can sing in 
tune doesn’t mean you should be putting 
out records or even have a band. And nam- 
ing a song “Little Punk Rock” and then 
having it be about the furthest thing from 
punk rock is gonna make Sid Vicious roll 
over in his grave. Please, stop. —Kurt 
Morris (twincam33 @ hotmail.com) 


TWO YEAR TOUOE: The Midi West: CD 
Two Year Touge is weirdo lo-fi from 
Montana that occasionally is catchy but is 
mainly just annoying and filled with 
male/female vocals that seem perpetually 
out of tune. Jangly guitars and weird 
songs abound. “2-Ply Drive By” is about 
pooping, and “Stinky Baby” is a number 
about a now-deceased ferret that comes 
off being fairly funny as opposed to sad. 
“Tmovane” was the only track I could 
even come close to tolerating, mainly 
because it was the only song that had any 
sort of cohesive punk sound throughout. 
The over-use of the recorder and stupid 
sound effects seals the deal that this is 
indeed a craptacular album. Music like 
this makes me wish I was dead. Or maybe 
Tam and I’m in hell and listening to this is 
some form of eternal punishment. Oh 
wait, I can shut this shit off. Thank God. 
—Kurt Morris (CDB) 


UNDERHILLS, THE: Get Smart: CDEP 

I really, really, really like this one. It 
sounds like a ballsier version of Dillinger 
Four or some such thing: bouncing pop 
punk with a snarling cynicism that serves 
as the proverbial maypole around which 
this record has me dancing. But that does 
not prevent the Underhills from also 
including tunes about finding the girl of 
your dreams and doing it in a way that is 
familiar yet not rehashed. Lyrically, this is 
relatively standard material (and not in a 
bad way) for we aging punkers that have 
more to think about and irk us than getting 
jerked around by the government; dealing 
with a shitty girlfriend has more immedi- 
acy for me, at least, than the rhetoric of 
resistance. And the fact that the music on 
this pretty much rocks seals the deal for 
me. The record has a 2003 copyright, 
though...that’s kinda weird and discon- 
certing for some reason that I can’t quite 
fathom. —The Lord Kveldulfr (Cabana 1) 


UNKNOWN INSTRUCTORS: 

The Way Things Work: CD 

Spoken word over avant garde free jazz is 
the sound on these fifteen tracks. 
Honestly, if that description doesn’t scare 
you right off, you will fucking love this. It 
is very well done, both lyrically and musi- 
cally. Line after line railing against society 
with a funky, angular backing. Features 
both Mike Watt and George Hurley of the 
Minutemen as well as two members of 
Saccharine Trust. I can’t even pretend to 
be a fan of any of them or Unknown 
Instructors musically, but if you dig the 
members past projects, you will dig this. 
—Mike Frame (Smog Veil) 


URBAN BLIGHT: Urban Blight b/w 

Not Like You and Slowdeath: 7" 

Hammer to nail hardcore. You know the 
drill. Place, set, whack completely into 
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place. No bent nail heads. No tentative 
strokes. You’ve also been around the 
block enough times to know when a 
crew’s filled with skilled laborers and get 
the job done. Nothing fancy, nothing 
shoddy, no wasted seconds, no childish 
miscues, just well-executed hardcore that 
sets up a house to only burn it down later. 
Not bad at all. -Todd (Deranged) 


URGENCIES, THE: Desolation Chic: CD 
While listening to this in the background, 
somehow the Urgencies’ cover of the 
Plimsouls’ “A Million Miles Away” sunk 
into the recesses of my mind and disap- 
peared. Later on, when paying attention to 
the album, I said to myself, “Man, these 
guys should cover that song ‘A Million 
Miles Away’ by the Plimsouls. It would go 
perfect with the type of stuff they’re play- 
ing,” without recalling I had heard it earli- 
er. And then that was the next song and it 
sounded pretty much like the original. 
Weird and yet it proves my point: these 
guys are musically stuck somewhere 
around the year 1982, but not in that cool 
Minor Threat and Bad Brains way, more 
like the Plimsouls or Toto. —Kurt Morris 
(www.bubbleempirerecordings.com) 


VALINA: Epode: CDEP 

New mini-record following two full 
lengths and a handful of singles for this 
Austrian trio. The first two songs feature 
jagged edges that roll along and for some 
reason remind me of bands like Jawbox or 
Kerosene 454 at their finest. “81 Men 
without History” juggles the pacing with 
some slow textures supplied by a cool 
cello line. Then it’s back to dissonance— 
with some far out sax, man, on “Escort of 
Soda.” Does this mean your Mountain 
Dew should be chaperoned? Shit if I 
know, but this EP is dark and brooding. If 


you like Volcano Suns or Killdozer, this 
may be up your alley. -Sean Koepenick 
(54 40 or Fight!) 


VANILLA SKY: Waiting for Something: CD 
Eeewh! Another bunch of pretty boys 
who want to be on the Warped Tour and 
have shirts in Hot Topic. This stuff was so 
much better when I first heard it ten years 
ago. —-Donofthedead (Wynona) 


VARIOUS ARTISTS: Just Say Sire: The 
Sire Records Story: CD/DVD Box Set 

There’s been a discrepancy for quite some 
time when trying to agree just how big a 
cock the major labels suck, referring to 
how they treat and go about their business 
with their artists. I’d be the first to agree 
that the majors have certainly shown their 
colors for a number of years, proving that 
their signed artists, no matter how talent- 
ed they may be, are simply dispensable 
and can be dropped faster than the weight 
of a coke addict. Very few labels, and I 
mean very few, have seen their artists’ 
vision and intent through from the very 
first day they’ve decided to sign them, 
and Sire was thee label that provided 
artists with an outlet to do so. Seymour 
Stein, who founded Sire in 1966 with his 
partner Richard Gottehrer, went on to sign 
and build a staggering catalog of artists 
that left an undeniable impression on 
rock’n’roll to come, especially in the later 
“70s with what he called “the new wave 
of rock.” In the ‘70s alone, we have Mr. 
Stein to endlessly thank for signing bands 
like the Ramones, Saints, Dead Boys, 
Talking Heads, Voidoids, Rezillos, and 
the Undertones, to name a few. Stop and 
think for a second if he hadn't signed 
these artists—it makes my sphincter 
pucker to think what might’ ve happened 
to the future of rock, not that it wasn’t 


already choking itself to death with self- 
indulged solos and pap during that time. 
Even though the aforementioned artists 
didn’t have millions of units flying off the 
shelves, Seymour stayed headstrong to 
his love of music, and it really started to 
pay off in the ‘80s with his signings of 
such artists as the Pretenders, Madness, 
the English Beat, Madonna, the Cult, 
Depeche Mode, the Cure, and Echo and 
the Bunnymen. He even gave the 
Replacements a major label chance in the 
“80s by signing them on (this was even 
after the ‘Mats released three LPs and one 
EP on the Twin/Tone label), believing to 
this day that they are one of the greatest 
American rock’n’roll bands, even if they 
never got their just due. That said, this 
three-disc (and one DVD) collection is a 
long-overdue and welcome sight to the 
guy writing this review. The three CDs 
contain tracks from the all of the men- 
tioned artists, as well as a whole lot more, 
and the DVD contains production vids 
from the lot as well. I think a lot of people 
are going to really be surprised with just 
how many artists were signed with Sire 
upon checking this box out. The sixty- 
five-page book included with this is beau- 
tifully done: fully illustrated histories of 
the included artists, tons of quotes and 
stories of those associated with Sire, as 
well as intros, including two from 
Seymour Stein and Richard Gottehrer. 
Fantastic job here, Rhino—it’s awesome 
when someone in the industry who truly 
deserves props gets some, and you guys 
did Seymour & Co. right with this. I was 
actually lucky enough to bump into 
Seymour at the Ramones’ thirtieth 
anniversary show in Hollywood last year 
while we were both looking at the glass 
cases full of Ramones memorabilia. I 
remember shaking his hand, humorously 


remarking that this night probably would- 
n’t have happened had he not signed the 
Ramones. With a big smile on his face 
and that Brooklyn accent, he said, “Well, 
they were the easiest decision I had to 
make in fifteen minutes for signing a 
band.” What I’ ve admired for years about 
Seymour Stein isn’t how much of a suc- 
cessful business he’d made for himself, 
but how he went about doing so with 
artists who he honestly believed in with a 
label like Sire. Honesty—now there’s a 
word some labels should take to heart. By 
doing so, they just may change rock- 
n’roll. -Designated Dale (Rhino) 


VARIOUS ARTISTS: 

Keats Rides a Harley: CD 

Contrary to what punk rock “history” 
books and films like Decline of Western 
Civilization would lead you to believe, 
Los Angeles’ punk scene was quite 
diverse, especially in the early ‘80s, with 
all sorts of weirdness tucked away and 
thriving in virtually every corner of the 
county. This is a reissue of a compilation 
released in 1981 by Happy Squid 
Records—the label run by art punkers the 
Urinals—that came and went rather 
quickly and has been something of a col- 
lectors item since. Completists will be 
thrilled to learn that, in addition to some 
great tracks by the Earwigs, Toxic Shock 
(pre-Slovenly), S. Squad, Tunneltones 
(pre-Savage Republic), Human Hands, 
and the always-brilliant 100 Flowers 
(a.k.a. the Urinals), one can also find here 
some early tracks by the Meat Puppets 
and the first recorded appearances by both 
the Gun Club and Leaving Trains. Those 
who appreciate punk from bands that 
aren’t averse to coloring outside the lines 
will be pleased as punch at the glorious 
array of noise collected here, from 
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Earwig’s damaged funk to Toxic Shock 
and 100 Flowers’ punk minimalism to 
the Meat Puppets’ sun-damaged hard- 
core. Warning Label has also seen fit to 
include all but the NEEF track from the 
Happy Squid Sampler, meaning that you 
get five more tracks from the Urinals, 
Danny and the Doorknobs (pre-Trotsky 
Icepick), Arrow Book Club, Vidiots (fea- 
turing F-Word’s Rik L Rik on vocals) and 
Phil Bedel. Those, however, who have 
chosen to buy into the party line and 
think that L.A. punk began with the 
Germs and ended with Black Flag will be 
sorely disappointed. —Jimmy Alvarado 
(Warning Label) 


VARIOUS ARTISTS: Let's Have Some 
Goddamn Fun: New York City 2005: CD 
Who doesn’t love a good compilation 
record? The only problem that I’ve found 
is that they make my shopping lists bloat- 
ed with new wants and needs. Sixteen 
tracks on this one: every one of them is 
worthy and, true to the title, goddamn 
fun. The bands (too numerous to list) are 
for the most part flat-out punk rock, the 
likes of which we love seeing at beer- 
soaked shows in dingy, sweaty bars 
where rock’n’roll achieves the howling 
primal edge it was meant to have. On the 
whole this reminds me a lot of the 
Cheapo Crypt Sampler (one of my 
favorite comps), but with a bit less diver- 
sity of style among the bands. My god, 
how I want right now to be in a packed 
room, wrecked on beer and seeing any 
one or six of these bands playing. -The 
Lord Kveldulfr (Rapid Pulse) 


VARIOUS ARTISTS: Let's Have Some 
Goddamn Fun!: New York City 2005: CD 

After a brief hiatus, Rapid Pulse comes 
back with a New York City compilation. 
The great comp is a rare breed and the 


great regional comp is even more so. 
Let’s Have Some Goddamn Fun! is fan- 
tastic! All original songs are exclusive to 
this disc. All of the songs are good; most 
are great. My faves were by the Little 
Killers, Electric Shadows, Some Action, 
and Mob Stereo. I was a little bummed to 
not see the Stalkers included, however 
there is not a single bum track in the 
bunch. It is so nice to not have to sit 
through any boring ass covers or songs 
you already have. There is no better cur- 
rent collection of mid-tempo, poppy, 
garagey rock’n’roll than this right here. 
Motherfuckers need to pay attention. 
This is how it’s done! —Mike Frame 
(Rapid Pulse) 


VARIOUS ARTISTS: Put Some Pussy in 
Your Punk!!! Vol. 2:CD 

With the influx of so many bad compila- 
tions out there, I pretty much try to avoid 
them lately. But this one got slipped in 
the bunch. No regrets here. This is a well 
put together package and strong tracks 
are presented by each of the thirty-one 
bands here. The theme here is to show 
focus on females in the punk rock scene. 
But punk is not the only genre represent- 
ed here. Many other styles are show- 
cased, like electronic, garage, pop, and 
such. There are so many great tracks here 
that I would find it hard for anyone not to 
find something they like. -Donofthedead 
(On the Rag) 


VARIOUS ARTISTS: 

Secret Recipe from the Far East: CD 

I think this as less a comp and more like 
six 7’s from Japanese bands. This was 
compiled by Hideo (of the acutely 
missed Sweet JAP and now of Birthday 
Suits) and honcho of Nice and Neat, with 
the expressed concern that it’s been hard- 
er and harder for fantastic underground 


Japanese bands get heard in the States. 
Not one to bitch on the sidelines, Hideo 
put six bands together that don’t sound 
like one another (but makes sense they’d 
all be on the same bill), gets it all sound- 
ing great, and keeps it cost effective. 
Psychotic Reaction: Firestarter by way of 
Armed Forces-era Elvis Costello with 
synthesizers that makes short forays into 
Lost Sounds territory. Prambath: If Hello 
Kitty had a band, this’d be it. I’m not 
being completely facetious. The ladies 
who sing in Prambath are chirpy, which 
takes a little getting used to, but the 
music and undeniably good: weird-but- 
somehow-works mix of Cocksparrer 
(classic pub rock) meets the Vapors (clas- 
sic new wave). Hey, the Japanese per- 
fected the heated toilet seat. Shit like 
mixing two unmixable genres is all in a 
day’s work for ‘em. Nylon: They’re all 
ladies wearing school outfits and sound 
like Thug Murder (raspy voices that 
sound like they could never come out of 
someone who weighs around a hundred 
pounds and doesn’t hit five feet), backed 
by a rockabilly rhythm section. Kinda 
like a tougher 5,6,7,8s. Don Flames: 
Began like kindred _ spirits of 
Teengenerate until they hit the psyche 
pedal, lose me for a bit, then go back to 
rockin’. Their second track, “Groovin’” 
hits it right; like what the Turbo AC’s 
have been trying at for such a long time 
and not quite nailing as effectively. The 
Nailclippers: Hand-clapping, 
Merseybeat-informed power pop that, 
when it slows down, it shimmers and 
when it speeds up, jumps up on the cof- 
fee table and shakes its ass. Teenage 
Confidential: makes one more case that 
ninety-eight percent of American pop 
punks should just stop dicking around 
and quit, because the genre’s now been 
taken over, made better, and has become 


virtually untouchable by the Japanese. 
Great comp. —Todd (Nice and Neat) 


VARIOUS ARTISTS: The Suicide Girls 
Black Heart Retrospective: CD 

I can totally get behind a “classic goth” 
compilation, even if most of the stuff 
contained therein has been compiled a 
thousand times before, and the Virgin 
Prunes’ “Baby Turns Blue” ain’t includ- 
ed but a Cult song decidedly not from the 
goth period is. I'll even go so far as to say 
that I really dig rapper Atmosphere’s 
work, especially that album that Epitaph 
put out a year or two ago. The man has 
flow, and I can appreciate his skills. That 
said, whoever thought including a song 
by Atmosphere—and an Alkaline Trio 
cover of the Sisters’ “Lucretia, My 
Reflection” instead of either securing the 
rights to the original or getting another 
song by a more worthy band from that 
era—should be kicked in the shins. 
Twice. I also fail to see how any of these 
songs are supposed to make me wanna 
strip down to my skivvies and post a pic- 
ture of my newly nekkid self on the inter- 
net. -Jimmy Alvarado (Epitaph) 


VARIOUS ARTISTS: We Reach... 

the Music of the Melvins: CD 

I’m an admirer of earlier Melvins, espe- 
cially Eggnog and Bullhead. There is no 
doubt to many that they are true innova- 
tors of a heavy, dirgy, quirky style that is 
wholly their own. I’m not a fan of tribute 
records and neither is, admittedly, the 
author of the blurb (Greg from Ipecac) 
on the interior CD sleeve. I would gen- 
erally rather listen to the original band 
than hear other bands hack out their own 
versions of the songs. That said, this 
record does the band justice, though it 
adds a notably more metal edge. That’s 
not a bad thing in this case. Some bands 
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here include: the Dillinger Escape Plan, 
Eyehategod, Disengage, Mastodon and 
CKY. “Zodiac,” “Boris,” and “Hog 
Leg” are covered, along with more 
modern Melvins. I was disappointed 
that my favorite Melvins song wasn’t 
included, the twelve-minute, fifty-sec- 
ond dirge-fest “Charmicarmicat,” the 
song I still use to clear people out of my 
house at four in the morning. —KO! 
(Fractured Transmitter) 


VERONICA LIPGLOSS & THE EVIL EYES: 
The Witch's Dagger: CD 
I know fuckall about these guys, but what 
I’m hearing here is death rock-tinged 
stuff that appears influenced by equal 
parts of the Birthday Party, east coast no 
wave, and west coast art punk. There’s 
even a decent Johanna Went cover here, 
which earns them major coolness points. 
Good and noisy, like it should be. 
—Jimmy Alvarado (GSL) 


VIVA K: Self-titled: CD 

The musical magic carpet ride that is 
Viva K have been enchanting L.A. for 
the past three years with their brand of 
Middle Eastern-flavored new wave. 
Swirling synths and echoed guitars thun- 
der beneath Ween’s I’ ve-put-you-under- 
my-spell vocals. The mind-expanding 
groove will rock your body. —Kat Jetson 
(Stinky, www.stinkyrecords.com) 


VOLTAGE: 

Building the Bass Castle, Vol. 1:CD 
Somewhere in America, a college student 
majoring in music with horn-rimmed 
glasses, a love for pretentious instrumental 
alt-rock, and a Jimmy Eat World Fan Club 
membership card just put this on and got a 
chubby the size of Courtney Love’s ego. 
—Jimmy Alvarado (Flameshovel) 


WATCH IT BURN/ ALTAIRA: Split: 7" 
Watch It Burn are from Portland, and 
they play that fancy kinda post-emo 
punk stuff like the Hot Snakes, but with 
an almost-too-sappy twist a la some of 
the cheesier No Idea bands. Throw in a 
little late ‘90s Dischord and you get a 
pretty good idea of what Watch it Burn 
are going for. Nothing too crazy or orig- 
inal, but not bad either. Altaira sure do 
have a lot of records out for a band that 
broke up. They deliver two songs of Hot 
Water Music/ Avail type Florida punk 
rock. Some people might even call it 
emo, but they’re better than that. Just 
because you write inspiring, uplifting 
sounding melodies with gruffy vocals 
singing about life and heartache, that 
doesn’t make it emo. Or does it? Oh, and 
p.s., the last song on the Altaira side is 
mastered way too quiet! —-Ben Snakepit 
(Accident Prone) 


WEEKENDERS: Any Place Else b/w 
Sidewalks & You're So:7" 

Uh... Rule #1 for Pop Success: A seven- 
inch record is meant to be spun at 45 
rpm. ONLY. Rule #2 (“Be Cute Chicks’’) 
has been fully complied with, however. 
Anyway, this NYC all-girl threesome 
appears to be going more in the direction 
of straighter girl-pop bands like the 
Excessories and/or a less punked-up 
Eyeliners than the whole trash ‘n’ treacle 
route of Nikki & The Corvettes and/or 
Tina & The Total Babes, but, from what i 
can tell, their current aptitude and skill 
sets are such that, at present, they would 
probably be more successful singing 
songs about Pop Rocks™ and Jolly 
Ranchers® than they would on their pre- 
sent course. This, of course, is subject to 
change, and the fact that the record’s 
most intriguing track is the Exploding 
Hearts-ish “Sidewalks” means that peo- 


ple like me should just sit the fuck down 
and shut the fuck up and let ‘em rock. So 
shall i do. BEST SONG: “Sidewalks” 
BEST SONG TITLE: “You’re So” FAN- 
TASTIC AMAZING TRIVIA FACT: I 
got #163 of 500. 163 is a prime number, 
you know. Also, i met Mitro. —Rev. N¢grb 
(Baby Killer, www.theweekenders.net) 


YOUNG PEOPLE WITH FACES: 
Self-titled: CD 

Paraphrasing Bruce Lincoln, the Jalé 
tribe have a proverb that maintains that 
“people whose faces are known should- 
n’t be eaten.” So, since this quartet of 
seventeen-year-olds from Ketchum, 
Idaho put their mugs on the cover, I can’t 
kill ‘em and roast ‘em. Rats. At times that 
seems like a really good idea here. 
Musically, this appears to be an inten- 
tional throwback to the styles and sensi- 
bilities of the early ‘80s, and there are 
some moments that are impressive com- 
ing from such young whippersnappers. 
“Fuck Art, Let’s Rock” presents the 
zenith of the record—a fun tune and one 
of the only one not to use lyrical themes 
that were worn out by 1986. But that’s 
the third track, and the record careens 
quickly to its nadir four songs later with 
yet another punk song called “I Hate 
You.” Groan. These kids could be really 
good; they show some real signs of cre- 
ativity and quality, but it seems they need 
a bit of time to mature and find their own 
voices. Right now, this record is too 
much about their trying to show us how 
cool they are not just for knowing of, but 
for liking, bands like the Damned and the 
Heartbreakers. So I say to them: I get it. 
Yes, you can come play in the sandbox, 
but stop trying to impress people with 
how much you know and love the sand. 
—The Lord Kveldulfr (Young People with 
Faces, no contact) 


ZOOMEN: Self-titled: 10” 

Sounds like whatever country they’re 
from’s attempt at the Hives, but with a 
properly punk attitude of general irrever- 
ence (if you’re brave, check out the 
sleeveless, horizontally-striped, too-short 
Mickey Mouse t-shirt one of the band 
members is sporting over his hilariously 
conspicuous midriff. Now THAT’S 
comic genius!). Sometimes i pretend 
they sound like the Damned or Radio 
Birdman. This record occasionally 
strikes me as being really fuckin’ good, 
but, at other times, i can’t help but think- 
ing that, a hundred years from now, when 
the aliens come down to planet Earth and 
start sifting thru heaps of our popular cul- 
ture from the first decade of the 21st 
Century, they’re gonna spend all of ten 
seconds going over the punk records, and 
head straight for the copies of Katamari 
Damacy. Oh well. Best 10” since the 
Teenage Knockouts!!! BEST SONG: 
“Sorry” BEST SONG TITLE: “Piggy 
Wiggy Dance” FANTASTIC AMAZING 
TRIVIA FACT: The second time i saw 
Peter Noone, he kept getting massive 
laughs by referring to (event sponsor) 
Piggly Wiggly™ grocery stores as “the 
Piggy Wiggy!” Oh, that Peter! —Rev. 
Norb (Relax-O-Matic Vibrator) 


Check out www.razorcake.com 
for hundreds of more new reviews. 
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¢ 2nd Hand Smoke, 

77 Mont-Royal O. #104 Montreal, 
Que H2T 185, Canada 

¢ 54 40’ or Fight!, PO Box 1601, 
Acme, MI 49610-1601 

¢ 5RC, PO Box 1190, 

Olympia, WA 98507 

¢ Accident Prone, PO Box 15087, 
Portland, OR 97293 

¢ Acme, PO Box 441, 

Dracut, MA 01826 

¢ ADD, PO Box 8240, 

Tampa, FL 33674 

¢ A-F, PO Box 71266, 

Pittsburgh, PA 15213 

¢ AK Press, 674 A 3rd St., 
Oakland, CA 94612-1163 

¢ Akom, via S.Antonino, 108, 
45017 Loreo (RO), Italy ‘ 
¢ All Things Ordinary, 356 Parkridge!s 
Ave., Buffalo, NY 14215 


PO Box 419092, SF, CA 94141 
¢ Ashtray, PO Box 4216, 
Santa Rosa, CA 95402 


+ Asian Man, PO Box 35585, Monte ="; 


Sereno, CA 95030 

¢ Audiofellatio, 251 West Ave. N, 
Hamilton ON L8L 5C8, Canada 

¢ Banal Existence, 2706 Harvard 
Ave. E, Seattle WA 98102 

¢ Birdman, PO Box 50777, 

LA, CA 90041 

¢ Blank Stare, c/o Benjamin Frank, 3 r¥ 
Oxford Ave. #2, Belmont, MA 02478 o 
¢ Blind Spot, P.M.B. 697, 3534 SE 
52nd Ave., Portland, OR 97206 

¢ Boot to Head, PO Box 9005, 
Portland, OR 97207 

¢ BYO, PO Box 67609, 

LA, CA 90067 

¢ Cabana, PMB #195, 

315 South Coast Hwy 101, Ste. U, 
Encinitas, CA 92024 

¢ Casanova Temptations 
Edutainment Consortium, 

PO Box 7814, Ann Arbor, MI 48107 
¢ CDB, PO Box 8681, 

Missoula, MT 59807 

¢ Contaminated, PO Box 41953, 
Memphis, TN 38174 

¢ Cooking Vinyl, PO Box 246, 
Huntington, NY 11743 

¢ Criminal IQ, 3540 N. Southport, 
Chicago, IL 60657 i 
¢ Da’ Core, 1601 Banksville Rd. 2nd ° 
Fl., Pittsburgh, PA 15216 is 
¢ Dare To Care, PO Box 463, Station ;; 
C, Montreal, QC, H2L 4K4, Canada * 
¢ Deranged, 1166 Chaster Rd., 
Gibbons, BC, VON 1V4, Canada 

¢ Dionysus, PO Box 1975, 

Burbank, CA 91507 

¢ Dirtnap, 2615 SE Clinton St., 
Portland, OR 97202 

¢ Disconvenience, 

c/o Lundberg, V. Brinkvaégen 21, SE- 
903 20 Umea, Sweden 

¢ DLN, 45 NE 45 St., 

Miami, FL 33137 


¢ Don’t Stop Believin, 8927 Ravenna ; 


; Ave. NE, Seattle, WA 98115 
¢ Driven High, PO Box 609250, 


Cleveland, OH 44109 


¢ Ear Flaw, PO Box 47199, 


"V2! Chicago, IL 60647 


is Elastic, PO Box 17598, 


=... Anaheim, CA 92817 : 
- » © EMK, 4872 Topanga Canyon Blvd. 
‘#302, Woodland Hills, CA 91364 
zs, ° Entertainment Experiment, 
*: | PO Box 753, Saco, ME 04072 
=, ¢ Epitaph, 2978 Sunset Blvd., 
me LA, CA 90026 
ig! * Fat, PO Box 193690, 


: SE, CA 94119-3690 
+ Fiend, PO Box 41470, 
LA, CA 90041 

| ¢ Fistifuks, PO Box 5348, 

= Santa Rosa, CA 95402 


; a ¢ Fistolo, PO Box 2836, 
¢ Alternative Tentacles, ‘". 


Upper Darby, PA 19082 


s+. Flameshovel, 1658 N. Milwaukee 
re #276, Chicago, IL 60647 
‘71. ¢ Fractured Transmitter, PO Box 


33518, Cleveland, OH 44133 


=! © Goodbye Boozy, c/o Gabriele Di 
«, Gregorio, Via Villa Pompetti, 147, 
‘Fi 64020 S. Nicold, Tordino, 
: Teramo, Italy 
~, ¢ Grateful, 
=. , c/o Josh Patrick Quinn, 505 : 
« Washtenaw Rd., Ypsilanti, MI 48197 ' 


¢ Gruk, PO Box 4838, 
Chico, CA 95927 


* GSL, PO Box 85091, LA, CA 90065 - 


¢ Havoc, PO Box 8585, 
MPLS, MN 55408 


ij Hell Bent, PO Box 1529, 
Pt. Pleasant Beach, NJ 08742 


- © Hellcat, 2798 Sunset Blvd., 


“= LA, CA 90026 
4 ¢ High School Reject, Berlageweg 12, 
‘17, 9731 LN Groningen, The Netherlands 
>. © Hooples, The, 

7 c/o Mike Hooker, 1139 NW and ave, 

., Ft. Lauderdale, FL 33311 

s:" * Hostage, PO Box 7736, 

ay Huntington Beach, CA 92615 

:. © Hydra Head, PO Box 291430, 

” LA, CA 90029 


¢ In the Red, PO Box 50777, 
LA, CA 90050 


: -. ¢ Kangaroo, Middenweg 13, 


1098 AA Amsterdam, Holland 
+ Kosher, 1412 10" st., 


=! Berkeley, CA 94710 


¢ Licorice Tree, PO Box 92783, 
Austin, TX 78709 


“ © Lollipop, 13 Impasse Monségur, 


130016 Marseille, France 


ae - ¢ Lujo, 3209 Jennie Dr., 

«1 Morgan City, LA 70380 

=." © Malt Soda, PO Box 7611, 
" Chandler, AZ 85246 
Hes Mint, PO Box 3613, 


Penis 


were reviewed either in this issue 
w.razorcake.com recently. 


Modern Radio, PO Box 8886, 
MPLS, MN 55408 

Morphius, PO Box 13474, 
altimore, MD 21203 

Narnack, 381 Broadway, 4th FI., 
Ste. 3, NY, NY 10013 

¢ New School, PO Box 2094, 
Oregon City, OR 97045 

Newest Industry, Unit 100, 
Wellfield Road, Cardiff, 

F24 3DG, UK 

¢ Nice and Neat, PO Box 14177, 
MPLS, MN 55414 

No Idea, PO Box 14636, 
Gainesville, FL 32604 

Not Bad, PO Box 371292, 





, Denver, CO 80237 
= + Oglio, PO Box 404, 
Redondo Beach, CA 90277 


¢ On the Rag, PO Box 251, 
Norco, CA 92860-0251 

* Orange Peal, PO Box 15207, 
Fremont, CA 94539 


a! Party’s Over, The, 1821 E. Howell 
. n St., Seattle, WA 98122 


¢ Pelado, 2208 Meyer PI., 
Costa Mesa, CA 92627 

¢ Phratry, PO Box 14267, 
Cincinnati, OH 45250 

¢ Plan-It-X, PO Box 3521 
Bloomington, IN 47402 


«, ° Plastic Idol, 410 Bell Ave., Apt. 25, = 


Sacramento, CA 95838 


¢ Profane Existence, PO Box 8722, : 


MPLS, MN 55408 
¢ Punk Rock Aerobics, PO Box 
390644, Cambridge, MA 02139 


!= + Radical, 77 Bleeker St., 
i NY, NY 10012 


¢ Rapid Pulse, PO Box 5070, 
Milford, CT 06460 
¢ Razorblade Music, 


931 Krieger Rd., Webster, NY 14580 7 


¢ Reason, PO Box 5504, 
Victoria, B.C., V8R 684, Canada 


San Pedro, CA 90733 
¢ Relax-O-Matic Vibrator, 13 Rue 


1 Terrusse, 13005 Marseille, France 


¢ Revelation, PO Box 5232, 
Huntington Beach, CA 92615-5232 
¢ Rinderherz, Postfach 7028, 2500 
Biel 7, Switzerland 


‘a » © Ripper, PO Box 11, 


43720 L’Arboc, Spain 

¢ Rise, PO Box 135, 

Roseburg, OR 97470 

¢ Rock N Roll Purgatory, PO Box 
771153, Lakewood, OH 44107 

¢ Rodent Popsicle, PO Box 1143, 
Allston, MA 02134 


¢ Rykodisc, 30 Irving Place, 3rd Fl., * 


NY, NY 10003-2303 

¢ Salinas, c/o Marco Reosti, 

PO Box 20996, Ferndale, MI 48220 
¢ Saustex, PO Box 691356, 

San Antonio, TX 78269 


* Scally, Postfach 724, 8750 Glarus, ; 


Switzerland 


“2. PO Box 771, Athens, GA 30603 
' ¢ Shake It, 4156 Hamilton Ave., 


Cincinnati, OH 45223 
¢ Shit Sandwich, 3107 N 


' Rockwell, Chicago, IL 60618 


¢ Sickroom, PO Box 47830, 


. Chicago, IL 60647 
. ¢ Side One Dummy, 
_ PO Box 2350, LA, CA 90078 


¢ Slovenly, PO Box 204, 


" Reno, NV 89504 
z*, © Smartguy, 3288 215' St. #32, 
" SF, CA 94110 


¢ Smog Veil, 1658 N. Milwaukee 


; Ave. #284, Chicago, IL 60647 


¢ Snuffy Smile, 
4-1-16-201 Daita, Setagaya-Ku, 


| Tokyo 155-0033, Japan 
: © SOS, PO Box 3017, 


Corona, CA 92878 

¢ Spitfire, 22 West 38th St., 
7th Fl., NY, NY 10018 

¢ Spook City, PO Box 34891, 
Philadelphia, PA 19101 


Ts © Steel Cage, PO Box 29247, 
=." Philadelphia, PA 19125 
z-, ¢ Stinky, 511 Ave. of the Americas 


PMB #153, NY, NY 10011-8436 


. ¢ Street Anthem, 
* PMB #218, 1530 Locust St., 
. Philadelphia, PA 19102 


¢ Sugar Hooker, 8033 Sunset 


| Blvd. #936, LA, CA 90046 
+ ¢ Tankcrimes, PO Box 22641, 


SF, CA 94122 
¢ The Party’s Over, 1821 E. 


- Howell St., Seattle, WA 98122 


¢ Thick, PO Box 351899, 
LA, CA 90035 

¢ Thorp, PO Box 6788, 
Toledo, OH 43612 

¢ Trick Knee, PO Box 12714 


. Green Bay, WI 54307-2714 
. ¢ Unsound; 

* www.unsoundrecords.com 
_ * Vinehell, PO Box 36131, 


San Jose, CA 95158 


; * Voodoo Rhythm, Jurastrasse 15, 
T:. 3013 Bern, Switzerland 
*, ¢ War Room, PO Box 93-1813, 


LA, CA 90093-9998 


a: ¢ Warning Label, 49 School St., 
» Arlington, MA 02476 


¢ Wasted Sounds, Skolgatan 110, 
90332, Umea, Sweden 

¢ Wee Rock, PO Box 333, 
Springfield, MO 65801 

¢ Wynona, Via delle Liberta 6/11, 
16129 Genova, Italy 

¢ X!, 4017 Albert, 


: Royal Oak, MI, 48073 

* Yo Yo, Bergstrasse 24, 74670 
-.: Sindringen, Germany 
. * Young Soul Rebels, 


4152 Woodward Ave., 


' Detroit, MI 48201 
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AVOW #20, $3, 5%” x 8 2”, pho- 
tocopied, 3-color cover, 72 pgs. 
Avow is often times a painfully hon- 
est read. Keith, who is celebrating 
his ten-year anniversary of the zine 
with this issue, can really beat him- 
self up without pulling his punches. 
Being that he’s nearing thirty, the 
big, life-long questions of an earnest 
punk life are coming to roost. Ideals 
of equity and self-governing are 
hard to reconcile when he thinks he 
sees a very large man pull two guns 
out of a car at night. When dumping 
the trash, he completely ignores the 
bum about to pick through the 
dumpster. He’s fearing that he’s 
becoming a “them,” as in “us vs. 
them.” All of this is troubling, but 
necessary. It’s troubling because if 
Keith—resilient and multi-talent- 
ed—goes down, DIY culture loses 
another one of the good guys. But 
it’s also necessary because if those 
of us, who are in it for the haul, don’t 
reexamine the core of why we do 
what we do, what’s the point? It’s 
not supposed to be easy and that’s 
part of what makes it special. Avow’s 
not all doom and existential ques- 
tioning, though. Keith and crew put 
on adult diapers and piss themselves 
to varying degree in bars. The 
episode where Keith and a pal are in 
the stall together, wrangling with the 
diapers’ removal while getting 
harassed by the bartender who 
thinks they’re doing coke in the stall 
is hilarious. Recommended reading. 
—Todd (Keith Rosson, 1426 SE 25th 
#3, Portland, OR 97214) 


BLURT, #3, $1, 4” x 5%”, 60 pgs. 
This is a great zine to read in bed, 
on the john, or in the car on a road 
trip. The editor (if that’s what you 
want to call the guy who photo- 
copied this and stapled it together), 
seemed to have unintentionally 
gathered five friends and compiled 
a neat little anthology of stories and 
such. In between the stories are tons 
and tons of crude and wonderfully 
funny drawings with tiny story 
lines: tator tot-loving rat eaters, 
soul mate cockroaches, scribblies, 
and all sorts of other characters and 
scenes. My favorite is a picture 
entitled “Phone Sex” which shows 


two phones, one female and the 
other, a well-endowed male about 
to—uhm—do it, and underneath 
the drawing, it says: “MMM, 
HMMM. These look like calcula- 
tors, but they are phones.” Brilliant. 
Well, maybe you had to be there. So 
get a copy and be there. —Mr. Z 
(Lew Houston, 135 Wapwallopen 
Rd. Nescopeck, PA, 18635) 


CITIZINE #9, $3.25, 

11” x 8%”, offset, 52 pgs. 

We make mention of heroes a lot of 
the time—the line seems to be 
drawn in the sand about having 
heroes and idols in punk rock. On 
one hand, some folks feel we should 
respect those that, like, carved the 
way before us, right? Those that 
forged the way for us, that helped 
build the foundation of what’s con- 
sidered punk today. On the other, 
there’s such talk about the separation 
of band and audience, of musician 
and fan, how there should be no 
division between the two, how we 
should all be on equal footing. I 
interviewed Nofx for my first zine 
back in 1993. A large group of skin- 
heads rolled up at the show and did 
their best to overtake and control the 
pit the entire time, generally acting 
like fuckheads and consistently 
starting fights and dropping kids 
throughout the evening. Later that 
night, finally sitting in the band’s 
tour bus after waiting nearly two 
hours for the interview, I asked Fat 
Mike and El Hefe about their obvi- 
ous apathy towards the skins that 
night. About their indifference 
towards the violence that was taking 
place while they’d played their 
songs, while their between-song 
banter consisted of little more than 
their fervent declarations about how 
much they loved to eat pussy, while 
kids in the audience who'd paid to 
see them were getting stomped. On 
the bus, Fat Mike shrugged and said 
(and this is a near-quote), “Man, 
we’ve been a band for, like, ten 
years. I’ve been beaten up by skin- 
heads before, lots of times. We all 
have. I’m just tired of it all. We’ve 
paid our dues. We just want to play 
music now.” Then El Hefe farted. I 
was sixteen, seventeen at the time. I 





was full-throttle in the arms of that 
aforementioned hero worship; I did- 
n’t say anything, I didn’t call them 
on it, I didn’t tell them how hollow 
and chickenshit that answer sound- 
ed. Granted, that interview was well 
over ten years ago and people 
change. Fat Mike’s now the poster 
boy for Punk Voter, and has appar- 
ently become “politicized” over the 
past few years. But at the time he 
was shooting his mouth off and I 
was too young and starstruck to do 
anything but nod mutely and ask the 
next question. The point to all this is: 
yeah, people change. And we all get 
to make the decision to either view 
people as people or as someone to 
be placed unquestionably on some 
altar where they can’t be criticized. 
So this issue of Citizine mostly con- 
sists of short record and DVD 
reviews, some ads, a brief article 
about Sirhan’s Sirhan’s questionable 
conviction regarding the assassina- 
tion of Robert F Kennedy, and a 
pretty good interview with Steve 
Albini. All of my previous blather- 
ing is put in perspective, however, 
when I read the interview with X 
guitarist Billy Zoom. There are two 
reasons why I brought all of that 
previous stuff up. One, Billy Zoom 
is a Christian. Two, Billy Zoom 
believes Bush is “okay” and is “dis- 
turbed to see everyone get so bent 
out of shape and up in peoples’ faces 
about it.” He is talking, presumably, 
about the actions of the current 
Administration and many people’s 
less-than-thrilled response to Bush’s 
re-election. Is it fair of me to point 
these things out when it’s only a 
small section of a lengthy interview? 
Do I really need to even mention this 
sort of thing? Maybe not. He was, 
after all, fairly low key about it. He 
was by no means frothing at the 
mouth, talking about “the scourge of 
liberals” or Jesus’ might or anything 
like that. In the end I suppose it’s 
really not a huge deal, and I should 
probably just take Zoom at his word 
when it comes to his part in punk’s 
history and write the rest off as just 
some guy simply stating his opinion. 
But at the same time, the editor 
agrees with him, and it all just 
smacks of that same sort of starry- 
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eyed, hero-worshipping bullshit that 
seems to fly right in the face of what 
I love so much about punk. So this 
one’s a mixed bag; at the very least, 
the interview got me thinking. But I 
doubt [ll be picking up another 
issue of Citizine anytime soon. 
—Keith Rosson (Citizine, 2513 W. 
4th St., LA, CA 90057) 


CITIZINE #9, 52 pp., 8.5” x 11”, 
glossy cover, $3.25, blah blah blah 

I really love Citizine. I really do. 
And what makes Citizine cool is the 
exact opposite of what makes other 
fanzines cool: Lack of a strong, idio- 
syncratic personality running the 
show. I mean, in this Crazy Modern 
Age, most fanzines are just a bunch 
of... well... writing, you know? Like 
writing, as in stuff written by people 
who want to be writers. Razorcake is 
an excellent example of this. Flip 
through the zine you’re holding in 
your hands right now a little bit. 
What does the writing say to you, 
under the surface? What’s the 
Chomskyan Deep Structure here? In 
large part, the writing in Razorcake 
says Iam a good writer! Look at my 
writing! Isn't that good writing? I 
am a good writer! Aren't you inter- 
ested in hearing what I have to say? 
Iam a good writer! Now, Citizine, 
however, is almost a throwback to 
those crazy pre-internet days of the 
early ‘80s, when punk fanzines were 
not so much a collection of writing 
and opinions (although, of course, 
they were that too), but a real, hon- 
est-to-gosh way of disseminating 
just plain NEWS about punk rock 
from one corner of the country/globe 
to the other. Citizine actually just 
prints articles involving “punk 
news’—like, say, an article about 
Anti-Flag signing to a major. The 
article isn’t reprinted as a spring- 
board into a rant by the editor, or a 
3000-word diatribe by the resident 
kook, it is what it is: “here’s some- 
thing you might be interested in 
knowing.” Citizine is also a readable 
length—that is to say, you can read 
the whole god damn thing cover to 
cover before the next one comes out. 
That seems kinda wimpy to say, but 
it’s true—the last time i read an issue 
of Razorcake OR MRR OR Flipside 


OR Hitlist cover to cover was twen- 
ty years ago, when i read an entire 
issue of Flipside in the tub (i was 
really dirty). Let’s face it: Most of 
today’s big fanzines are too fucking 
large to read. Almost all of us just 
flip thru them, skimming for a few 
keywords that will catch our eye and 
draw us in. Most of us start reading 
interviews in the middle and editori- 
als on the last paragraph, and, if we 
see something we like, maybe we 
read the whole thing. Citizine is 
actually thin enough that we can 
READ THE WHOLE DAMN 
THING, START TO FINISH. That 
sounds totally stupid, but it’s totally 
true. Punk rock and politics, deliv- 
ered in a convenient dosage size that 
does not overtax the time budget set 
aside by the consumer for perusal of 
punk rock literature! What a con- 
cept! Yes, i will admit that the layout 
of Citizine is unimaginative to a 
fault (the predominant typeface is 
Verdana; the cover is always red and 
black), and the interviews—while 
very interesting—are almost never 
with contemporary bands (which 
ain’t really a problem in and of 
itself, but does cast doubt on 
Citizine’s conception of punk as a 
living, breathing culture) (this issue 
had interviews with Billy Zoom and 
Steve Albini; last issue had inter- 
views with Spit Stix and Derf 
Scratch of Fear and Kira of Black 
Flag). The review section—unless 
you’re particularly interested in 
hearing someone explain exactly 
why the new REM record sucks—is 
pretty much useless, and, uh, Tom? 
Flipside circa 1984 called, they 
want their poetry section back—but, 
that said, Citizine is probably among 
my top five zines of the Crazy 
Modern Era of Now. Whoopee ding, 
i know. —Rev. N¢grb (2513 W Fourth 
St., LA, CA 90057) 


DAYBREAK, #6, $1(unless you are 
a prisoner or a single parent, in which 
case it’s free,) 9” x17”, 12 pgs. 
Fuckin gas prices. Is bus fare increas- 
ing where you live? It sure as hell is 
here. Fortunately, I read Daybreak, 
so next time I’m bitching about the 
extra ten cents I’m paying and some- 
body says, “Yeah, well, what are you 
gonna do?” I'll have an answer. See, 
Daybreak has a pretty cool report on 
a fare strike held by riders and drivers 
in Minneapolis in the face of fare 
increases there. Um, I don’t know if 
they won or not, but they had some 
pretty cool strategies. Also included 
are some news stories, a few columns 
(the one about why nothing ever gets 
done by all you anarchist collectives 
was pretty nice), and a crossword! 
Yeah! Crosswords rule! -—Gus 
(Daybreak, PO Box _ 14007, 
Minneapolis, MN 55414) 


FLYING LESSON, #10, 

5%” x 82”, 32 pgs., $2 

Melancholy stories about life, long- 
ing, seeking solace on empty 
barstools, and delivering pizzas until 


the wee hours of the night. As far as 
personal zines go, this is really 
good—it’s well-written, it’s easy to 
relate to, and it never gets too 
bogged down with self-pity—but if 
you don’t like this kind of stuff, 
there’s probably not much here that 
will appeal to you. —Josh (Flying 
Lesson, PO Box 954, Bloomington, 
IN 47402) 


GEARHEAD #12, 

$4.95, 8%” x 11”, offset, 100 pgs. 
Come on, you know what’s going 
on here. A zine dedicated almost 
entirely to lowbrow art/ “kustom 
kar” culture. As in, at least sixty 
percent of the advertisers here also 
put ads in Juxtapoz. The other forty 
percent comes from record labels or 
car detailing outfits. The bulk of the 
zine consists of a huge tribute to 
artist/ hot rod designer Ed Roth 
(you know who he is even if you 
think you don’t) as well as one of 
the last interviews he gave in his 
life. There’s also an apparently out- 
dated interview with Davey Havok 
from AFI, features on how to get 
rust out from the floorboards of 
your car, and plenty of reviews. 
Mike Lavella (Gearhead honcho) 
has turned over the editorial reins to 
another guy and this is the result; a 
zine that was apparently dead, now 
resuscitated and on a quarterly 
agenda. Considering that Todd had 
the foresight to send a zine dedicat- 
ed almost entirely to hot rodding 
culture to a guy who’s legally blind 
and can’t drive, you’ll be under- 
standing when I say I wasn’t into 
this so much. But if this is a subcul- 
ture you’re into, then I’m sure 
Gearhead ’\\ hit the mark with you. 
—Keith Rosson (Gearhead, PO Box 
421219, SF, CA 94142) 


GOOD SAMARITAN, THE, $?, 
3” x 5”, silkscreened?, 50 pgs. 
Quick little comic done by Shawn 
Cheng that’s cute as shit and actual- 
ly has a pretty good punch line. I 
won't give it away, but a guy finds 
a monster on the beach and really 
tries his best to help out. The colors 
are beautifully silkscreened or spot- 
colored or something, the binding 
is apparently hand-sewn, and the 
result is welcoming and fun. Put 
out by the same folks that put out 
Seesaw. —Keith Rosson (Partyka 
c/o Matt Wiegle, PO Box 448, NY, 
NY 10018) 


LIVID LOOKING GLASS, # 1, 

8 2” x 11”, glossy cover, 
newspaper quality inside, 64 pgs. 

A boatload of interviews of a variety 
of bands covering the full spectrum 
of the goth world-view. From 
Dresden Dolls to Sophya, and 
Hungry Lucy to Mankind Is 
Obsolete. Also lots of reviews. Only 
a very few, unobtrusive advertise- 
ments. Overall, the writing is good, 
although some of the editing leaves 
a bit to be desired (or instance, in 
response to a question about the 


music scene in Boston, where 
they’re from, they quote the 
Dresden Dolls’ Brian as saying, 
“there are these sort of land’s down 
big rock clubs.” As anyone familiar 
with the city of Boston (especially 
Red Sox fans) can tell you, what he 
must have actually said was “there 
are these sort of Landsdowne big 
rock clubs,” referring to the street 
that runs parallel to Fenway Park’s 
Green Monster, and which is home 
to several clubs. In any event, a 
good read, especially if you’re 
interested in the darker side of life. 
-Brian Mosher (Livid Looking 
Glass, 5419 Hollywood Boulevard, 
Suite C230, Hollywood, CA 90027) 


MURDER CAN BE FUN #19, $2, 
5% x 8 2”, photocopied, 48 pgs. 

Fuck, I miss quality zines that pack 
a punch. It’s been awhile since the 
last MCBF, but it was well worth 
the wait. Here’s the modus operen- 
di: research, research, research. 
Write. Edit, edit, edit. It’s the type 
of scholarship usually reserved for 
stuffed-shirt treatises on bilabial 
fricatives in Papua, but when it’s in 
John Marr’s hands, the results are 
absolutely fantastic. Written in a 
riveting style, this issue is dedicat- 
ed to “Musical Mayhem.” It’s all 
about the death of music stars. The 
cover story is all about Western 
Swing star, Spade Cooley: how he 
abused, then killed, his wife, how 
he still thought she was talking 
back to him after she was dead, the 
whole nine yards. Quite possibly 
the strongest aspect of MCBF is the 
fact that, although it deals with a 
potentially maudlin subject— 
death—it never seems to be gloat- 
ing. It gets to something deeper. 
Through death, John inspects peo- 
ple’s humanity, or lack thereof, and 
by sifting through the details, 
shines some light how and why it 
fails so often. Not one issue of 
MCBF I’ve ever read has ever been 
less than great. This one’s stellar. 
—Todd (John Marr, PO Box 64011, 
SF, CA 94164) 


PARADIGM, Vol.1 #6, 

free, 8%” x11”, 30 pgs. 

Paradigm claims that it exists in 
order to increase the scope of what 
defines news. There are a couple 
of news briefs the editor found 
worthy of inclusion on topics such 
as censorship, British law, the 
Chinese economy, European bor- 
der control issues, and people 
moving back home. There are also 
a few point/counter point type 
things dealing with North 
American border control issues 
and the role of the International 
Criminal Court. Add a pretty inter- 
esting article about what’s wrong 
with Hot Topic and some band 
reviews, and my news definition 
scope has been straight up 
increased, yo.  -—Gus_ (Kari 
Hamanaka, PO Box 9541, Brea, 
CA 92822) 


PROFANE EXISTENCE, #49, $5 
(free to prisoners), 7” x 10”, 99pgs. 
Of all the zines I’ve ever read deal- 
ing with hardcore and class strug- 
gle, this one has the highest produc- 
tion values. Which is not a bad 
thing. The brief history of the 
Anarchist Italian Federation was 
cool, as was the interview with 
Born/Dead (who are fucking awe- 
some). The featured artist section 
(of photographer Chris Boarts 
Larson,) was really great, giving 
Larson twenty-six whole pages, and 
displaying ninety-five of her pho- 
tos. Some of the writing was kind of 
dogmatic, such as the discussion of 
why they decided it was okay to 
have a picture of a woman on the 
cover—as that might be construed 
as sexist pandering or something— 
but, all in all a quality, production. 
—Gus (Profane Existence, PO Box 
8722, Minneapolis, MN 55408) 


PUNK PAGAN, # Zero, Free, 

8% x 11”, hand printed, 
photocopied and stapled, 8 pgs. 
The title says it all, almost. To be 
more complete, it should be Prison 
Punk Pagan. The writer is incarcer- 
ated in the Rhode Island state 
prison, and is an alumnus of both 
the Ohio and Florida prison sys- 
tems as well. He loves the 
Ramones and practices paganism. 
This zine is thin, both physically 
and thematically. But, it’s well 
written, and some of it isn’t totally 
boring. However, compared to 
other prisoner zines—like almost 
anything from Fanorama—just 
doesn’t measure up. -Brian 
Mosher (The Punk Pagan, P O Box 
282, Manville, RI 02838) 


RIOT 77, #9, 8%” x 11”, 48 pgs. 
With a name like Riot 77, you'd 
probably expect this magazine to 
focus heavily on street punk. For 
the most part, you’d be right, but 
the thing that makes this a good 
read is that the guy actually has a 
taste for that kind of stuff. For 
instance, in the live review section, 
instead of openly embracing every 
psychobilly band, he can tell which 
bands have good songs and which 
bands just dial into the fashion 
aspect of it. So just for being able to 
tell the difference between one psy- 
chobilly band and the next, my hat’s 
off to the guy. Aside from that, 
there’s interviews with the two guys 
who founded the magazine that 
you’re reading right now, Wanda 
Jackson, and Chris Bailey from the 
Saints, which is really awesome and 
moves this magazine from the 
“pretty cool” category to “definitely 
seek this one out.” —Josh (Cian 
Hynes, 31 St. Patrick’s Park, 
Clondalkin, Dublin 22, Ireland) 


SEESAW, $?, 10” x 10”, 

copied, 40 pgs. 

Fucking hilarious comic zine by 
Sara Edward-Corbett. Actually, let 
me one-up that: this is probably the 
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funniest and cutest comic zine I’ve 
read in years, hands down. Each full- 
page comic originally appeared in 
the New York Press and has been 
gathered here into one volume, com- 
plete with a gorgeous silkscreened 
cover, stitched binding and, well, a 
fuzzy duck sewn into the back. 
Inside, readers can follow the 
exploits of Georgie, Olga, Meals and 
Chucky, four grade-school kids who 
dress as if they’re from the 1940s but 
manage to get into some goddamn 
hilarious (and modern) hijinks. Each 
comic is one page, with ten or twelve 
panels per page. The panels are 
insanely detailed, the kids are just 
cuter than shit, and there’s an intelli- 
gence here that I rarely see in most 
comic zines, despite the fact that 
some of the humor is—how do you 
say—potty-based. Regardless, this 
comic is both gorgeous and smart, 
and I really just can’t say enough 
about it. Haven’t laughed like that in 
a while. Do us all a favor and grab 
this one up. —Keith Rosson (Partyka 
c/o Matt Wiegle, PO Box 448, NY, 
NY 10018) 


SERIOUS PIECE OF SERIOUS 
ART, A, #?, $2, 5%” x4”, 6 pgs. 
Man, if brevity really is the soul of 
wit, this shit here is fucking hilari- 
ous. It’s a graphic history of the 
world. Or something. Order it today. 
You will not be disappointed. —Gus 
(Cassanova Temptations 
Edutainment Consortium, PO Box 
7814, Ann Arbor, MI 48107) 


THOUGHTWORM #12, $2, 

4%” x 5%”, photocopied, 
silk-screened cover, 60 pgs. 

I’ve been reading Thoughtworm for 
several years now, and its author, 
Sean, has a definite aptitude for 
clean, measured prose. And, for all 
the pitfalls that lay in wait for a 
perzine (over self-indulgence, mis- 
taking the inner-workings of the 
author’s head as the world-at-large, 
whining), Sean has a way of gently 
sidestepping most of these bear 
traps. This issue is no exception. It’s 
set up as diary entries as Sean is 
struggling for nothing short of the 
meaning of his life. Recently sepa- 
rated, living in a town he doesn’t 
like that much, and seeking therapy 
through physical activity—running, 
walking, and bike _ riding—it 
becomes more and more obvious 
that Sean is most comfortable with 
living creatures that can’t talk to 
him. I can’t help but think of 
Thoreau’s Walden, without the poli- 
tics. Sean delights in squirrels 
(“well, shit, I thought, everyone 
knows that when the squirrels tell 
you to keep going, you keep 
going”’), has a list of favorite trees in 
his head, and can find beauty in a 
rancid, roiling creek. So, if you’re 
looking for a zine that’s not scream- 
ing for you to read it, and you’re a 
fan of tight wording and grammar, 
Thoughworm’s a great way to go. 
-Todd (Sean Stewart, 3600 Buena 
Vista Ave., Baltimore, MD 21211) 


UNDERWORLD CRAWL, #3, 
5%” x 8%”, 30 pgs., $2 

The characters in this series of sto- 
ries remind me a lot of the title char- 
acter from that movie Henry Fool 
and little bit of Tyler Durdon from 
Fight Club. There’s an obvious dis- 
taste for the world around them and 
an antisocial streak a mile wide, but 
instead of actively rebelling against 
everything they see, they just do 
what they can to get by, to make it 
through another day without punch- 
ing their boss in the face or shooting 
a fellow motorist. So as you can 
imagine, these aren’t very cheerful 
stories—not by any stretch of the 
imagination—but it’s definitely an 
interesting look into the minds of the 
marginalized. —Josh (R. Lee, PO Box 
1421, Oshkosh, WI 54903) 


WHISKEY PLUS, #1, $1, 

8%” x 11”, newsprint, 16pgs. 

Nate Gangelhoff, bassist of 
Rivethead (RIP) and author of both 
great zines You Idiot! and Pick Your 
Poison has made another bullet for 
your brain: Whiskey Plus. The focus 
is solely music and Nate’s fuckin’ 
funny. I like Nate’s inquisitiveness 
and his aptitude of “most people stop 
at pot thoughts at the thoughts” while 
he pulls those thoughts off with style 
in his zines. In this issue, he starts off 
by throwing himself into the fray of 
the Billboard Charts (something he 
admits ignorance of, thus making it 
more of a sociological study than 
mere band bashing {but the bash- 


ing’s spot on.}) Then he critiques 
everybody’s performances at a local 
karaoke bar, which becomes as much 
a short story about the arc of an 
evening of drinking as it does giving 
grades to all of the performances. 
The zine winds down with “Songs 
Called Fuck You,” which tallies the 
number of times “fuck you” is said 
and comes up with this interesting 
question: “under FCC guidelines, 
does it state anywhere that one can- 
not spell certain cusswords?” Then 
he explores why he dislikes his near- 
by cubicle worker and the answer 
comes in the form of Bachman 
Turner Overdrive and sport commen- 
tary on the radio by local DJs. Great 
stuff. Look forward to more. —Todd 
(Nate Gangelhoff, PO Box 8995, 
Minneapolis, MN 55408) 


ZISK, #11, 6” x 9”, 40 pgs., $2 

I started reading this on the very 
same day that the Yankees were 
eliminated from the playoffs. I’d like 
to think that Zisk is responsible for 
this turn of events, and for that, I 
thank them. —Josh (801 Eagles Ridge 
Rd., Brewster, NY 10509) 


Many more zine reviews appear 
on www.razorcake.com 
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Blister Packs, a Love Bunni Press Collection 
Edited by R.John Xerxes Piché, 154 pgs. 

DIY book collections are the literary equivalent to 
a mix tape. Kinda. Instead of making a mix tape 
for one specific person, and tailoring it to what 
you hope they’! want to hear, DIY collections rely 
on two things equally: the writers and the editor. 
You know what writers do. They write. Pretty 
obvious. But the editor shapes, prunes, adjusts, 
sequences, and somehow makes it all fit and gives 
it shape. The editing of Blister Packs, a collection 
of very, very short fiction to short fiction (and a 
poem) is thoughtful. There’s a deft netting of 
experimental fiction (a first person narrative of 
doing whippits), day-in-the-life slices (Ben 
Frazier’s “Letter of Resignation” is a standout), 
crime fiction, and MFA-fiction. My only real 
complaint about the book is that, although inten- 
tionally microfiction, a handful of the stories 
either jump to wild conclusions (like character 
stories that suddenly swing to being drunk and at 
the wrong funeral), or they seemed clipped (like 
drinking coffee in a bar, waiting for something to 
happen and when that thing’s going to happen, 
the story ends). While I’m not a fan of all of the 
stories in the collection (and that’s fine), like any 
sort of mix tape, it’s the law of averages. 
Fortunately, there are also stories that nail down 
larger thinking in a compressed format. Jason 
Gonzalez’s “It’s Just a Fuck” (exploring not only 
the nature of the one-night stand, but of the 
essence of human contact) and Jon Fleming’s 
“The Twenty-Third of December,” a spot-on 
remembrance of Joe Strummer do just that. Just 
like a tape. If you don’t really like something, fast 
forward. Go back and revisit the good stuff. One 
more thing of note: Blister Packs was definitely 
made by ex-or-current zinesters. They take all 
sorts of chances with the graphic design of the 
book, mixing fonts, incorporating unique graphic 
designs for each story, and taking visual chances. 
I applaud them for that. Blister Packs definitely 
tips the scales into the good category. —Todd ($13, 
Love Bunni Press, 2622 Princeton Rd., Cleveland 
Heights, OH 44118) 


East Van 

by Chris Walter, 268 pgs. 

Vancouver is a nice city. Its air and water are 
(somewhat) clean and the general feeling of it is 
that of well being. It also has one of the most 
degraded, drug- and poverty-torn ghettos in North 
America. This is Chris Walter’s world. East Van is 
the tale of two men at opposite ends of the world: 





a heroin-addicted punk 
rocker living in a skid 
hotel on Vancouver’s 
DTES (Down Town 
East Side) and a corpo- 
rate VP hell-bent on 
getting to the top no 
matter who he steps on. 
Lives change fast in the 
DTES and Walter has a 
way of describing the 
carnage in way that 
only a firsthand wit- 
ness (and participant) 
could. He not only 
addresses the personal 
problems of his charac- 
ters, but larger social 
issues, such as gentrifi- 
cation and the police 
brutality. Perhaps the 
most intriguing part of 
the book is its ability to 
not only look at the 
bigger issues, but 
deliver characters that 
we can either love or loathe. It really is an emo- 
tional read. I guess it’s no surprise that Chris 
Walter is quickly becoming Canada’s most prolif- 
ic underground author. —Ty Stranglehold (Chris 
Walter, #34-2320 Woodland Dr., Vancouver, BC 
V5N 3P2, www.punkbooks.com) 


Lost in the Supermarket 

by Chaz Matthews, 100 pgs. 

Matthews was the principal songwriter in the 
Dimestore Haloes, a Boston punk band that put 
out some seven inches and full lengths and then 
eventually crashed and burned. The guy never 
made any money from it and did it not as a step- 
ping stone to rock stardom but for the sheer joy 
and love of music. He also had a day job, working 
as a Clerk/stocker/meat cutter in various supermar- 
kets. Lost in the Supermarket is a collection of 
short stories and zine columns all centered around 
his work experience. 

Matthews is at his best when he’s just telling 
things straight. His anecdotes about his coworkers 
were the bright spot throughout the book: they 
came across as crazed, nonsensical, obscene, and 
vile, and shit like that always makes for good 
reading. At times, these stories are hilarious. He’s 
got a pretty solid writing voice: one that’s friend- 
ly and inviting that does a decent job at bringing 
the reader into his life. The book vaguely follows 
a chronology: he gets a job, some wacky tales 
ensue, he gets relocated to another store, he actu- 
ally meets his future girlfriend at that store, more 
wacky tales ensue, the book ends with Matthews 
reflecting on his age and the fact that the work is 
numbing and tedious but is, at its core, simply a 
means to an end that really isn’t all that bad. His 
relationships and his music are decent tradeoffs. 

The weaker moments in the book are when he 
becomes too self-conscious as a writer and when 
he delves into nonsense. There are more than a 
few sections of the book where he writes that the 
store has been flooded or overtaken by zombies, 
and they lack that sense—obviously—of reality. 
They’re not real and as a result aren’t nearly as 
interesting. And his self-consciousness comes to a 
peak when he closes out stories with, “Hmmmm. 
Hmmmm. No, seriously: Hmmmm.” Maybe I’m 
being too critical, but it’s things like that that take 
us out of his world and remind us that we are, 
yeah, just reading a book, which is the last thing 
literature should try to do. 

Anyway, it was a fun, quick read. Lost in the 
Supermarket has some weaknesses, but also has 


some definite bright spots. And Matthews gener- 
ally seems like a good guy to hang out with, some- 
one who’s a decent person really trying his best to 
make it through the world. —Keith Rosson 
(chazmatthews.official.ws) 


Manchild: 

A Celebration of Twenty Years of Doodles 

by Brian Walsby, 120 pgs. 

Once upon a time, there was a magazine called 
Flipside, which, in the early ‘80s, was about as 
important to your average L.A. punker as the bible 
is to our dickhead president. Before Al and Hud 
invested in computers, it was a glorious, sloppy 
read, with layouts that went every which-a-way, 
had interviews that ceased abruptly and continued 
sometimes in the middle of wholly unrelated inter- 
view, and was stuffed to the gills with live and 
record reviews and comics from the créme de la 
créme of punk rock artists, including Lee 
Ellingson, XNO, John Crawford, Gary Panter, 
Matt Groening, and, yes, even Pushead. At the 
time, art and comics was about as integral to punk 
as the music was, so many of those artists became 
just as well known as Jello Biafra or Henry 
Rollins. One particular drawing in the pages of 
Flipside caught my attention and remains etched 
in my memory as being one of the funniest things 
I’ve ever saw there: a series of punk’s luminaries 
re-imagined as Peanuts characters. Most of ’em 
looked like, well, Peanuts characters, but the one 
of Ian MacKaye, looking perplexed and scream- 
ing “Why does everyone look like me?!?” was 
spot-fucking-on, as was the one of Rodney 
Bingenheimer, and the memory of it still cracks 
me up (couldn’t resist, so I went through the tat- 
tered remains of my Flipside collection and found 
the drawing in the letters section of issue forty— 
right above a letter from Doc of the legendary F- 
Troop claiming Circle Jerks bassist Roger 
Rogerson stole one of their tunes—along with a 
more detailed drawing of a slam pit featuring 
Snoopy stage diving, Lucy skanking in the pit, 
Serena Dank [anyone remember her and her silly- 
ass “Parents of Punkers” support group?] hiding 
behind the band and a sign in the middle of the pit 
“reserved for Quincy’). That was my introduction 
to the art of Brian Walsby. While his comics were 
never as “professional” as Lee or Pushead, he 
compensated for crudeness with a barrel full of 
humor and an uncanny ability to point out what 
should be obvious and poke fun at it. Soon 
enough, his work was showing up on flyers, 
album covers (take a look at the original cover for 
7 Seconds’ Walk Together or Brian’s own band, 
Scared Straight, for evidence) and other maga- 
zines—and then he just kinda dropped off my 
radar for a few years. I thought he had put his pens 
and paper away for most of the ‘90s until, lo and 
behold, this book comes into Razorcake. 
Naturally, I gleefully snatched it up and began 
poring through it in the same way one catches up 
with an old friend you haven’t seen in two 
decades. My initial reaction was, “Wow, he’s got- 
ten really, really good,” and it’s nice to see that he 
still has that sense of humor I used to love back in 
the day. The second thing I thought was, “Wow 
there really ain’t all that much here from prior to 
1990.” While this was a bit disappointing (and 
understandable, seeing as I figure he might not 
have kept copies of all the stuff he sent off to all 
them mags), what is here us more than worth the 
price of admission: assorted missives on his life, 
both personal and as a musician; assorted histories 
and homages to his favorite musicians (one partic- 
ular drawing of Void was especially striking); rib- 
bing of some of punk’s sacred cows; and some 
withering commentary on modern punk, life in 
North Carolina and American popular culture as a 
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whole. Of course, there’s also some Peanuts re- 
imaginings in there somewhere as well. Some of 
Brian’s positions I can say that, as one of his peers 
(both of us being active in the same regional 
{Southern California] scene during the same peri- 
od) I don’t exactly agree with, specifically his 
belief that punk was somehow better back then, 
but on the whole, I think he is as perceptive as he’s 
ever been, his voice and style remain fresh, and 
his sometimes withering honesty remains just as 
necessary as ever. True to punk form, Brian still 
calls em as he sees ’em and, in an era when some 
version of punk can be bought in the very malls 
that used to kick us out and bands actually get hurt 
feelings when you hurl abuse at them, people like 
him are needed to remind us that to be “punk” is 
to challenge the status quo, to skewer all sacred 
cows, and most importantly, to perpetually be the 
fly in society’s ointment. Glad to see you and your 
pens are still raising a ruckus, Brian. —Jimmy 
Alvarado (www.volumeone.com, 
reluctantking @ hotmail.com) 


Notes On Johnny Nihil 

by Jimmy Reject, 240 pgs. 

Well, I owe the author an apology. Because I hon- 
estly didn’t finish this book. I just couldn’t make 
it all the way through. It just got to be too much. 
And that sucks. As someone who has been reject- 
ed by nearly fifty literary agents in an attempt to 
get the “straight” publishing world to put out my 
novel, and having been soundly trounced, ignored, 
or shot down every time, I understand that inher- 
ent desire to go the DIY route and just put the god- 
damn thing out yourself. Which Reject has appar- 
ently done with Notes On Johnny Nihil. 

To his credit, he’s cared enough about a project 
he’s done to put it out. He has enough faith in him- 
self and the story he’s written to throw it out into 
the world. Guy wrote a fucking book, right? Why 
shouldn't it be put out? The act of self-publishing, 
in my mind, constantly runs the thin line between 
the concept of being a) punk as all fuck, or b) 
incredibly solipsist and vain. Considering the fact 
that Reject played in the Dimestore Haloes for 
years and did his time in the Boston punk scene 
(and considering the fact that this is his first 
novel), I’m gonna say that the guy’s intentions are 
good. This is, in its heart of hearts, a punk rock 
novel. It’s written by a punk rocker, it’s a damaged 
punk rock love story of sorts, and the guy put it 
out DIY style. Point is, I think he believed in what 
he wrote and he put it out himself. The end. For 
that, man, I raise my glass to him. It was probably 
a lot of work. 

But Reject, I’m really, really sorry. I can totally 
sense the earnestness you’ ve put into this, but this 
is a really bad novel. In both a literary and visual 
sense, this thing is really rough. I mean, the man- 
uscript should have been run by some people, 
even friends of yours who may have sugar coated 
things a bit. It should have been set in just about 
anything other than 12-point Courier font with an 
inch-and-a-half margin on every side and a blank 
line between every paragraph or line of dialogue: 
your 228 page book could have been at least 
halved, wouldn’t have looked like a school paper, 
and saved you a fuck of a lot on printing. It should 
actually have the title of the book on the spine, 
rather than just a blank white bar. And the writing 
is just, well, bad. 

The story centers around Tracy, an alienated 
teen girl who wants to become a writer and is vir- 
tually friendless in her school. Until, you guessed 
it, she falls in with the punk rockers and begins to 
immerse herself in punk, just like we all did. She 
also meets an older punk dude, Johnny Nihil, 
whose band has kicked him out because of his fer- 
vent heroin use. Tracy falls into the mindset that 


he just needs a good, loving woman to set him 
straight and she goes about trying to do that. 
While Nihil plays the junkie game and runs circles 
around her, she still clings to this idea that he can 
be “saved,” despite Nihil’s own actions and every- 
thing that her friends tell her. 

An excerpt from the book, where Johnny has 
asked Tracy to go buy a lighter for him because 
he’s too junk-sick to go outside: “As I gazed at 
this pathetic sight, my anger morphed into a mor- 
bid fear. Here was the withered ghost of the con- 
fessional prince I imagined would claim his love 
for me. Within this long stare, a lysergic expanse 
of terror burst slowly within. I noticed his look. A 
face like pale vomit plastered to the bone... The 
stench of the surrounding vomit was sickening, but 
I had to save my Johnny from the bleak discharge 
milling around. His face grew sicklier, his bony 
hand coiled loosely to hold an instrument. I decid- 
ed I'd go get him his lighter.” 

That’s the book in a nutshell, whether Tracy’s 
listening to records, smoking pot, fucking Johnny 
in the backseat of a car, talking to her parents, 
walking down the hall at school. That’s the level, 
quality, and tone that carries itself throughout the 
whole book, and it’s just too much. Way, way too 
much. Sixteen-year-old girls may write like that, 
but they sure as fuck don’t think like that, and we 
the readers have to live in Tracy’s head throughout 
this novel. 

Again, Reject deserves his props for believing 
in himself enough to put the book out. And he 
probably deserves to have wound up with a 
reviewer who was willing to make it through the 
entire novel. But I just couldn’t do it. —Keith 
Rosson (Blueboy Productions, 4 Fox Run #1, 
Marshfield, MA 02050) 


Punk Diary: The Ultimate Trainspotter’s 
Guide to Underground Rock, 1970-1982 

By George Gimarc, 744 pages 

I don’t want to slight this book, because there was 
obviously a ton of research and effort put into it. It 
definitely encompasses virtually every aspect of 
underground music between 1970 and 1982, but 
that inherently poses a problem: by trying to cover 
so much ground, there’s not really any room to go 
into any great depth, even in a book that’s over 
seven hundred pages. Even though the book is 
crammed with facts, there’s no real stories to go 
along with them, and let’s face it: most of these 
bands either already had a book written about 
them or deserve one. To take one example from 
this book, Skrewdriver started out as a fairly typi- 
cal working class band like Sham 69, attracting a 
lunkhead following through no fault of their own, 
and even going so far as to write a letter to NVE 
denouncing their skinhead audience. As their pop- 
ularity waned, they broke up and then reformed as 
a nationalist skinhead band and we all know what 
a slippery slope they went down after that. That, to 
me, is pretty interesting. Perhaps not interesting 
enough to write an entire book about, sure, but it’s 
definitely something that shouldn’t be boiled 
down into a couple of paragraphs. This is a cool 
book to have around if you have fifteen or twenty 
minutes to kill here and there, but I’d really like to 
read some of the stories behind all of this stuff as 
opposed to which bands played on this certain 
day. I guess the bottom line is that if you’re look- 
ing an encyclopedia of underground music from 
the ‘70s and ‘80s, you might want to go with The 
Trouser Press Record Guide, but if you’re a huge 
trivia buff and you’d like to know what day of the 
week Nick Lowe quit Brinsley Schwartz or when 
the Newtown Neurotics released their first single, 
then you should look into this. -Josh (Backbeat 
Books, 600 Harrison St., SF, CA 94107) & 
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Acacia: DVD 

A husband and wife adopt a little boy who 
believes his dead mother has been reincarnat- 
ed as a tree in the backyard. His obsession, of 
course, causes tension within the family, ten- 
sion which quickly reaches boiling point 
when the boy mysteriously disappears and 
the tree begins exacting revenge. On the 
whole, the director is able to squeeze out 
enough creepiness to make watching this 
mildly diverting, but the married couple’s 
sudden hatred of each other is confusing until 
the very end, and the suspension of disbelief 
necessary to get the viewer to buy into what 
he’s watching just isn’t there. I mean, duuu- 
ude, we’re talking about a pissed off TREE 
here, and even the little potential to be found 
in a story of a vengeful, homicidal plant with 
the power to control ants is squandered in 
lieu of a tale of what complete assholes some 
parents can be. Saturday Night Live’s “Attack 
of the Killer Christmas Trees” was more 
unnerving that what goes down here. —Jimmy 
Alvarado (www.tartanvideousa.com) 


Burn to Shine 02: Chicago: DVD 

If I remember correctly regarding the review 
of the last edition of Burn to Shine, the pri- 
mary complaint lodged against the film was 
simply that it was so dull, due in large part to 
its setting in Washington, D.C. and featuring 
the local entertainment, and therefore retain- 
ing a high sense of monotony from start to 
finish. Any problems that may have been pre- 
sent in that sense have been very satisfyingly 
corrected in Burn to Shine 02. If anything, 
this second edition in Chicago proves to be 
an eclectic and entertaining lineup, including 
the Lonesome Organist, Pit Er Pat, Shellac, 
The Ponys, Wilco, Tight Phantomz, 
Freakwater, Red Eyed Legends, and Tortoise, 
and a performance range from the one-man- 
band to folksy, ethnic-inspired acoustic 
music, to straight-out rock’n’roll. Per the 
filmmakers’ M.O., one of the stars of the 
show is the home itself that is set for demoli- 
tion, said destruction serving as the film’s 
culminating moments, and I found it startling 
how much emotion could be evoked simply 
by discussing the human importance of a pile 
of wood and bricks. The filmmakers are 
clearly concerned with telling the human sto- 
ries that this house represents, and they do 
quite an effective job in that regard. In the 
end, though, the bands are what make this 
film, and the diversity of styles does a won- 
derful job of reflecting the homey diversity 
and erudition that constitutes the Midwestern 
sensibility. As much as Burn to Shine O1 got 


panned, I would recommend the second 
installment. -The Lord Kveldulfr 
(www.trixiedvd.com) 


Clitfest 2004—The Documentary: DVD 

A DIY, low budget deal documenting a two- 
day punk festival in Minneapolis featuring 
bands that contain at least one female mem- 
ber in their ranks. While it’s obvious that 
some very loving care was put into making 
and editing this, and the between-perfor- 
mance interviews are interesting, the sound 
quality of the live performances are absolute- 
ly hideous, which leaves one to wonder why 
they didn’t just get a recording of the perfor- 
mances straight off the board instead of rely- 
ing on what sounds like the built-in mic on 
the camera. Given the type of show it was, it 
could very well be that there was no sound- 
board to speak of, but if there were plans at 
the outset to document the show, such an 
investment and/or calling in favors on some- 
one with recording equipment would’ ve been 
a good idea, especially considering how 
much work was obviously put into the visual 
presentation. —Jimmy Alvarado 
(www.clitfest.org) 


Testuo the Iron Man: DVD 

Shinya Tsukamoto’s Tetsuo is one of those 
rare films where artistic pretense and horror 
actually find a nice middle ground—part 
crazed fever dream, part surrealistic rant 
against a soulless, modern culture. After 
deciding one morning to insert metal piping 
into his legs, our hero finds himself mutating 
from mild-mannered office worker into a 
large glob of wires, steel, and cables. He also 
sports the added bonus of a drill that looks 
like it could bore a hole through a slab of 
concrete where his wee-wee used to be. To 
make matters worse, the victim of a hit and 
run accident our hero was involved in turns 
up alive, apparently likes to stick forks and 
other pieces of metal into his body, and is 
pissed. This, of course, sets the stage for a 
battle royale ending between our hero and his 
fork-friendly nemesis. If the plot sounds like 
a lot of hooey, you’re probably right. The act- 
ing ain’t all that great, either. What Tetsuo 
lacks in plot and thespian brilliance, howev- 
er, it more than makes up for in style—the 
camera work is a dizzying blend of stop 
motion, and odd angles and seemingly drug- 
addled expressionism, and the editing looks 
like it was done by a speed freak cutting to a 
DRI record, resulting in a film that is as fast- 
paced, wild, and chaotic as anything Lynch, 
Cronenberg, Bufiuel, or even William S. 





Burroughs have managed to dream up. The 
fact that it clocks in at a mere sixty minutes 
means that you’ll have more than ample time 
to watch a Disney cartoon afterwards to ward 
off the unsettling feeling you’re gonna find 
washes over you once it’s over. —Jimmy 
Alvarado (www.tartanvideousa.com) 


Thor: An-Thor-Logy: DVD 

Please tell me that this doofus never took 
himself as seriously as he appears to do in 
this. Chronicling the career of Jon Mikl Thor, 
a Canadian bodybuilder with flowing blonde 
locks turned self-styled rock god (may Odinn 
strike him dead for besmirching the moniker 
of the god of thunder), this often repetitive 
anthology of interviews, live performances, 
and music videos is lame at best. Wanting to 
make some sort of bloated muscle-rock, 
Thor’s act is a conglomeration of muscle- 
bound onstage preening and cavorting com- 
bined with “power” rock that is banal if not 
downright laughable. Any seriousness that 
one could have in looking and listening to this 
was smothered years ago when Gwar not only 
upped the ante of such stage antics, but their 
self-parody made it possible to take them 
seriously. Thor has a song in here called 
“Rag-Na-Rock.” I don’t know if he knows 
that Ragnarok (the apocalypse’ in 


Scandinavian mythology) means “twilight of 
the gods,” but I wish he would pay attention 
to his titles and disappear into the sunset. 
Even in my junior high heavy metal days 
when I spent as much time rockin’ with 
Dokken as possible, this would’ ve a frivolous 
joke for me. -The Lord Kveldulfr 
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